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Dramatis Perſona, 
Timon, Mr. Alckix. 
Lucius, Mr. KAESBERRY. 
Lucullus, Mr. Fawek Tr. 
 SEMPRONIUS, . Mr. PhiIIII᷑rs. 
ArztManTUS, _ Mr. Love. ; 
A1,CciBIADEs, ; Mr. CAUTHERLEY, | 
FLavivus, Mr. Brxanssy. 
FLAMINIUS, Mr. BAKER. 
SERVILIUS, : Mr. SMITH. 0 
Porr, Sunn Mr. DiBpin E 1 
Pal N TER, x DEED & Mr. BanisTER? | ; 
JEWELLER, Int r. CLAGGETT, 1 
Carnis, — Mr. Wzicout. 1 
PHRYNIA, | Mrs. Baxzs; f 
TiMANDRA, Mrs. Lessincnamn, A 
EvANnNDRa, Mrs, STEPHENS, 1 J 
 Masquzss, Miſs Rapiey, Mrs. Love, &c. &c. 


SENATORS, SERVANTS, &c. 


SCENE, Athens, and the Woods not far from it. 


00 


40 l, 3er 


A Hall in TIMON'S Houſe. 


Enter POET and PAINTER. 


? „ 
N Goo day, Sir. 
i PAINTER. : 
5 Iam glad are well. | 
| POET. 
; I have not keen you long. How goes the world ? 
4 PAINTER. 
1 It wears, Sir, as it goes. 
POET. 
Ay, that's well known. 


But what particular rarity ? what ſo ſtrange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See 
Magic of bounty ! all theſe ſpirits * Power 
* conjur'd to attend. 


B | Enter 


* ＋ 1 0 
Enter JEWELLER and others. 


PAINTER. 


"Ip that man.—Good day t'ye, Sir? 
You ſeck the noble Timon! 


JEWELLER. 
Oh, tis a worthy lord! 


PAINTER. 
Nay, that s moſt fix'd. 


JEWELLER. 


A moſt incomparable man! breath'd as it were 
To an untirable and continuate goodneſs. 
J have a jewel here 


« When we for recompence have prais'd the vile, 
<« Ir ſtains the glory in that happy verſe 
Which aptly ſings the good.“ 
| PAINTER. L on the jewel, 
Tis a good form. | 
JEWELLER. 
And rich; here is a waters look ye. 


PAINTER. [0 the poet. 


You're rapt, Sir, in ſome work, ſome dedication 
To the oreat lord. 


POET. 


A thing ſlipt idly from me; Gs 
—_— 2 Our 


MM I'M ON. 2 
Our poeſy is a gum, which oozes 
From whence tis nouriſhed. What have you there! : 


"PAINTER. 
" piture, Sir— When comes your book forth? 


EI. 


Cock the heels of my preſentment, Sir. 
Let's ſee your piece. This comes off well and ex- 


cellent. 
9 PAINTER. 
Indifferent. 
5 POET. \ 
Admirable ! | 
PAINTER, 


It is a pretty mocking of the life: 
Here is a touch; ; ist good? 


1 POET. 
VI fay of it 
It tutors nature; artificial ſtrife 
Lives in thoſe touches, liveher than life. 


PAINTER. 
How this lord 1s followed! 
FOST. 
The-ſenators of Athens! happy men! 
| | PAINTER, 
Look, more! 
| | POET. 


You ſee this confluence, this great flood of viſiters. 

I have upon a high and pleaſant hill | 
Feign'd fortune to be thron'd. The baſe o'th* mount 
8 Is 


—— 


— r —— —N“ ee 


— 


1 
i 


4 TI M O N. 


Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures 


That labour on the boſom of this ſphere 
To propagate their ſtates; amongſt them all, 
Whoſe eyes are on this ſovereign lady fixt, 
One do I perfonate of Timon' 8 frame, 3 12 7 5 
Whom fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to her, 
W hoſe preſent grace to preſent ſlaves and ſervants, 
Tranſlates his rivals. 

| PAINTER 133 
»Tis conceiv d to ſcope. 
This throne, this fortune, and this bill methinks, 
With one man beckon'd from the reſt below, 
Bowing I head againſt the ſteepy mount 
To climb his happineſs, would be well expreſt 
In our condition. 


POET. 


Nay, but hear me on 
All thoſe which were his fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value, on the moment 


Follow his ſtrides; his lobbies fill with tendance; 


Rain facrificial whiſp'rings in his er; . 
Make facred even his fti: rop, and thro him 
Drink the free air. : 


PAINTER. 
Ay marry, what of theſe ? 
POET. 
When fortune in her ſhiſt and change of mood 


; Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependants 


Which labour'd after to the mountain's top 
Ev'n on their knees and hands, let him ſlip down, 


| Not one accompanying his declining foot. 


PAINTER. | 


*Fis common. 
A thouſand moral paintings I can ſhow, 


That 


T I M O N. „ 


That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quick blows of b 
More pregnantly than words; yet you do well 
To ſhow lord Timon, that mean eyes have ſeen 
The foot above The dert. dee he eee 


Enter 113 * 5 E N 
TIMO N. 


pri is he, ſay you: ? 


SERVILIUS. 


Ay, my good lord, five talents is his debt, 

His means moſt ort, his creditors moſt ſtraight; 
Your honourable letter he defires _ - 

To thoſe have ſhut him ape" which failing periods 
His comfort—— | 


TIM 0 N. 


Noble ventidius! well, 

J am not of that feather, to ſhake of 

My friend when he moſt needs me. I do know him, 
A gentleman that well deſerves a help, 

Which he ſhall haue. Il pay the debt, and free 


him. 
SER v ILIUS. 
Your Lordſhip ever binds him. 
TIMO. 


Commend me to him, I will ſend his ranſom; 
And being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me. 
Tis not enough to help the feeble "Ps 

But to ſupport him after. 


SERVILIUS. 


I will report your honour's Lg 1 
[Exit Servilus 


POET. 


11 
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"= T I M © N. 


59 %%%; ¼ ( ² 2Þ 
Vouchlafe my labour, and long live your londfhipt | 
e TAMA... 7 
I thank you; you ſhall hear from me anon; 
Go not away; what have you there, my friend ? 
3 r | 
A piece of painting which I do beſeech : * 
Your Lordlhip to accept. C i 
IM ON. 1 = 
Painting i is welcome. hs * 
The painting is almoſt the natural man; 4 
For ſince diſhonour trafficks with man's 48 5 
He is but outſide. Pencil'd figures are | 
Ev'n ſuch as they give out; —1 Iike-your work ; 4 
And you ſhall find I ike it: wait attendance | 
Till you hear further from me. b 
PAINTER. 7 4 
The gods preſerve you. 15 i 
TIM ON. A [ 
Well fare you anker e. me your W 3 
We needs muſt dine together Sir, your. wel F 
Hath ſufter'd under praiſe? _ .. b 
r * 
What * lord, OY 8 4 
TIM ON. 3 
A mere 88 of comvinieriddciirng.: ; 
If I ſhou'd pay you for't as tis extolbd, 
It would unclew me quite. 1 
JE WELLER: ens 1 


My Lord, *tis rated - 
As thoſe that ſell, wou d give; - but y you well "ih 
Things 


* ©» 


| Well mock'd. 


Tes. 
” - -- * * . — * 
* 


T FN O NM. 7 


Things of like value, differing in the owners, 


Are by their maſters priz d. Believ't, dear lord, 
Jou mend the jewel by the wearing it. 


TIM ON. 


OET, | 


No, my good Lord, he ſpeaks the common tongue 
Which all men ſpeak with him. 


TIM ON. 
Look who comes here. 


Will you be chid ? 


= POET.. 
We'll bear it with your lordſhip. 


PAINTER. 
He'll ſpare none, 
Enter APEMANTUS. 


TIM ON. 


Good - morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus! 


APEMANTUS. 
Till I be gentle, ſtay for thy good-morrow. 


When thou artTimon's dog, and theſe knaves honeſt. 


TIM ON. . 


Why do'ſt thou call em knaves ? thou know'ſt 'em 
not. 


APEMANTUS, 
Are they not Athenians? 


TIM ON. 


APEMA N- 


3 T INM © N. 
7 APEMANTUS: 4130 2nd I» 
i . W . 
| Erk. 1 5 
vou know me, Apemantus? 
AP EMANT U 8. 
Thou know'ſt I do, I call thee by thy name. ES 
| TIM ON. | 1 
Thou art proud, Apemantus. | 4 
APEMANT Us. | 
Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not r like sw 
r 1M O N. 
Whither art going? 0 
AfEMANT Us. N 
To knock out an honeſt Athenian's brains. 
TIM ON. 
That' s a deed thou'lt die for. 
APEMAN:TUS.- 
Right, if — nothing, be death by the law. 
ä TIMON. 5 
How lik Fo this picture, Apemantus £ 
APEMA NT US. 
The beſt for the } innocence. 
1 M ON. 
Wrought be not well, that painted it ? 


APEMANTUS. 


He wrought better that made the painter; and yet * 
He's but a filthy piece of . 


* 


TY TIMON. 


T IM O N. 9 


1 IMO N. | ? 
Wilt dine with me, Apeman tu: * 
APE MANT US. 
No, Lear not lords. 5 
TIMON, 


If thou ſhouldſt—thou'dſt anger ladies, —How i i 
Do'ſt like this jewel, Apemantus ? 


| APEMANTUS. 


Not ſo well, as plain- dealing, which will not 
Coſt a man a doit. 


TOR 
What do'ſt think *tis worth? 
APE MAN T U 8. | 
Not worth my thinking. How now, Poet! ? 
EE. © a 
How now, Philoſopher ? . 
APEMANTUS. | 


Thou lieſt. 5 
f WRT. 
Art thou not one? 
| APEMAN TUS. 


C © 
Then nn EE 
|  APEM A NT 1 8. 
Art not a poet? 
Þ o E T. | 
Yes. 
Z Thenthou lieſt: looks; in thy laſt nk. where. 
f T er haft — him a worthy fellow. 
0 POET, 


— — . — 
— — 
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ene Apemantus does now, hate a lord with- 


What, thyſelf? 


Ay. 


What trumpet's that? 


bo 4 O00 


POET. 
That's not feign'd; he is fo. | / 
 APEMA NT US. | | 
Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to Pay. thee for by 


labour. 
He that loves to be flatter'd, is worthy o'th* flatterer. 


Heaven's, that 1 were a lord! 


FE T IMO N. 
What would'ſt do then, Apemantus ? 


APEMANTUS. 


62-14 


My heart, 5 
TIMO. 


APEMAN Tus. 


TIMO N. 
Wherefore ? | | 
„ APEMANT Us. 
That I had fo * a wit to be a lord. D 

| 7 rumpel * 


1x 


Ra. +. AVIUS. 


Tis Alcibiades, and ſome twenty hore, 
All of — | 
TIMON, 3 
Pray entertain em, give em guide to us. F 
[ [Exit Flavius 
You mut needs dine with me; go not you bene 5 


+ 
>, 
Ls 
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T I Ol Ni or 7 


*Till I have thank't you; and when dinner's done, 
Shew me this piece. I'm joyful of your ſights— - 


Enter ALCIBIADES. 


TIMON. . * embracing 
Moſt welcome, Sir. 


APEMANTUS. 


So! ſo! aches contract, and ſtarve your ſupple 
Joints! that there ſhou'd be ſuch ſmall love 
Amongſt theſe ſweet knaves, and all this courteſy! 
The ſtrain of man's bred out into baboon Li 
monkey. 
ALCI B IADES. 


You have ſav*d my longing,. and-1 feed 
Moſt hungrily on your gH r. 


TIM ON. 


Right welcome, Sir. 
E'er we do part, we'll ſhare a bounteous time 
In different pleaſures. 5 you le us in. 18 


Manet A | | BM ANTUS, 
8 LUCIUS _— LUCULLU 8. 
„ 

What time o'th' day is't, Apemantus ? 
APEM A N T U 8. 
| Time to be honeſt. _ i 

LUCIUS. 

That time ſerves till. 


APEMANTUS. 


A The more accurſed thou that ſtill omit'ſt it. 
FE. C 2 LUCUI- 


TIM O N. 
pr LUCULLUS. 55 $4554 thy 
Thou art going to lord Timon's feaſt ? 
APEMANTUS. 
Ay, to ſee! meat fill knaves, and wine heat fools. 


LU CULEUS. 
F, are thee well! fare thee well! ' 
APEM A NTUS: 
Thou art a fool to bid me fare wel twice. 
| thy U © U Liz U 8. 
Gwe; Apemanitus 
APEMANTUS. 


12 


Thou ſhould'ſt have kept « one to dts for man 


to give thee none. 
L ven „ | 
Hang thyſelf! 15 5 
| APEMANTUS. | 


No, 1 will do nothing at thy bidding; make thy 
requeſts to thy friend. 


3 * 


Away, unpeaceable dog! fl ' TU ſpurn thee hence. 
APEMA N T US. 

I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the aſs, — [Exit. 

| LUCULLUS. 

He's oppoſite to humanity. 

Come, ſhall we in and taſte lord Timon's bounty? > 

He ſure outgoes the very heart of kindneſs. 


ny 


85; 7 OY „ oa | Scene, 


| [Exennh. 


28H 


T IM ON. 13 


Scene, a magnificent Apartment in TIMON's 
| Houſe. Loud Muſick. 


TIMON, ALCIBIADES, LUCIUS, LUCUL- 
LUS, SEMPRONIUS, Athenian Senators, &c. 


5 are diſcovered ſeating themſelves at a great Ban- 
£1 quet : then comes, dropping after all, APE- 
4 NM ANT US, diſcontentedly. 

1 TIMON. 


Nay ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 

To ſet a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes; 
Recanting goodnels, ſorry e&er tis ſhown, 

But where there is true friendſhip there needs none. 
Pray ſit: more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Tun they to me. 


LUCIUS. 


7 We have always confeſt it. 

1 APEMANTUS. 

4 Ho! ho! confeſt it? hang'd it, have you not? 

3 19g o x. 

A O, Apemantys?: you are welcome. 

9 Ar EMAN TUS. | 

Y No, you ſhall not make me welcome. I come to 
=_ have thee thruſt me out of doors. . 
= TIMO N. 


Fye, thou'rt a churl; ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame. 
They ſay, my lords, that anger's a mort rage, 
But yonder man is ever angry; 

Go, let him have a table by himſelf; 

For he does neither affect com pany 

Nor: is he fit for't indeed. 


APE: 


14 I 


APEMANTUS 
Let me ſtay at thy peril, Timon.—lI come to obſerve; ; 
] give thee warning on't. 


TIM ON. 
FT take no heed of thee—thov'rt an Athenian, - 


Therefore welcome I myſelf wou'd have no power. 
Prythee let my meat make thee ſilent. 


APEMANTUS. 
J ſcorn thy meat, *rwou'd choak me, for I ſhou'd 


nel er flatter thee—O, you gods! what a number of 


men eat Timon, and he ſees em not! It grieves me, 
to ſee | 

So many dip their meat in one man's blood; 

And all the madneſs is he cheers them up too. 

J wonder men dare truſt themſelves with men! 

Methinks, they ſhou'd invite 'em without knives, 

Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 

There's much example for't; the fellow, that 

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 

The breath of him in a divided draught, pe 

Is the readier man to kill him. *Thas been proved. 

Were I a great man, I ſnah fear ta drink, 

Leſt they ſhould ſpy my Nad pipes S dangerous 
notes; 

Great men ſhou'd drink with harneſs on their throats, 


TIMON. 
My lo lord, in heart; and let the health go round. 


. UL LUS. 
Let i it flow this way, my good lord. 


APEMAN T US. 
Flow this way! abravefellow; he beate his tides well. 
Thoſe healths will make thee and thy ſtate look ill, 
Timon. Here's that which is too weak to be a finner, 
Honeſt water, which ne'er lefr man i'thꝰ mire. | 


This 


— 7 


TIM ON. 15 


This and my food are equal — there's no odds. 


Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 
G, R AM C 
Immortal gods, I crave no pelf ; 
1 pray for no man but myſelf; _ 
Grant I may never prove ſo fond 
To truſt man on his oath or bond ; 
Or a harlot for her weeping; 
Or a dog that ſeems a ſleeping ; 
Or a keeper with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, if I ſhould need'em. 


Amen, amen, ſo fall to't; 2 
Rich men fin, and I eat root. [eats and drinks, 


Much good dich thy good heart, A 
en 

Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field now. 

Ae ALCIBIADPES. 

My heart is ever at your ſervice, my lord. 


TIMON. 
You had rather been at a breakfaſt of enemies, 


Than a dinner of friends. 


ALCEBIADES. | 
So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's no meat 
like 'em. 


I cou'd wiſh my friend at ſuch a feaſt. 


APEMANTUS. 
Wou'd all theſe flatterers were thine enemies then; 
Thar thou might'ſt kill *em, and bid me to 'em. 
„ 


Might we have but the happineſs, my lord, that 
vou wou'd but once uſe our hearts; whereby we 
| might 


16 TIM O N. 


might expreſs ſome part of our zeals, we wou'd 
think ourſelves for ever perfect. | 

„ TIKOM/-, 7 
Oh, no doubt, my good friends, but the MED A 
themſelves have provided that I ſhou'd have much 
help from you; how had you been my friends elſe, _ 4 
why have you that charitable title from thouſands, .- 
did you not chiefly belong to my heart? I have told - BH 
more to myſelf, than you can with modeſty ſpeak. 
in your own behalf, —and thus far I confirm you. 
Oh, you gods, think J, what need we have any 
friends, if we ſhou'd never have need of em they 
wou'd moſt reſemble fweet inſtruments hung up in 
eaſes, that keep their ſound to themſelves. Why, 
I have oft wiſhr myſelf poorer, that I might come 
nearer to you: We are born to do benefits, And 
what better or properer can we call our own, than 
the-riches of our friends. O, what a precious com- 
fort it is to have ſo many, like brothers, command- 
ing one another's fortunes! O joy ! &en made away 
ere't can be born; mine eyes cannot hold water 
methinks. To forget their faults; I drink to you. 


APEMANT Us. 
Thou weep'ſt to make them drink; Timon. 


LUCUL L'US. 


Foy had the like conception in. our eyes, 
And at that inſtant like a babe ſprung up- 


V 4 

Ho] bo! 1 laugh to think that babe a * 885 4 
LUCIUS. D 

I promiſe you, my lord, it mov'd me much! JF 
APEMANTUS. 4 


— 5 5 Enter 


T ILM ON. 


Enter FL AVIUS. 
o ( 
The maſque, my lord, is ready. 
ä 
Admit em, and let muſick ſpeak their welcome. 


Enter MAS QUE RS. 

AP EMANT US. 
Heyday ! what a ſweep of vanity comes this way ! 
I ſhould fear thoſe that ſing before me now, 


Should one day ſpit upon me; t'has been done; 
Men ſhut their doors againſt a ſetting ſun. 


RECITATIVO ACCOMPANIED. 


Hark how the ſongſters of the grove 
Sing carols to the God of Love 
* Hark how each am'rous winged pair, 
With love's great praiſes fill the air! 


CHORUS. : 


On ev'ry ſide the charming ſound 
Does from the hollow woods rebound, 
Their little ſouls ſweet love inſpires 
With chearful notes and ſoft deſires; 
While heat makes bud and bloflom ſpring; 

TIheſe pretty couples love and ſing. 

In this ſoft circle all things move, 

- And man ſubmits to mighty love. 


* 


* 


18 TIM ON. 
RECITAT IVO ACCOMPANIED. 


Purſue ſuch idle freaks no more, 

The pow'r of Bacchus we adore; 
Love makes you languifh figh and pine, 
But happinefs attends on wine. 


AIR. 


Print, and feel the fov'reign j juice, 
Mirth and jocund life impart z 
Wine can trueſt bliſs produce, 
Bacchus ever charms the heart. 
Drink, and in the balmy bowl, 
Drown the forrows of the foul. 


CHORUS. 


Thos care ſhall be banifyd, thus laughter ſhall reigt 
F or Bacchus gives pleaſure, while Cupid gives paln. 


RECITATIVO. 


Let mighty pow'rs no more diſpute their ſway, 
But join and? bid the willing world bey. 
When both their eon ut᷑ing forces are combi d, 
In adamantine ie they Hold manfeind. 


DU ET TOO. 


Let laughter and wine 
Let friendſfiip and love, 

Hence ever combine, 

In harmony move! 

Our voices We'lt raiſe, 

Let muſic toe join, 

To echo the praiſe— 

37 Of love, and of wine. 


CHORUS. 
Kind love ſhall with rapture our wine thus i improve; 
And wine ſhall exalt and give vigour to love. 

[They all riſe from the banquet, and Timon 


coming forward adareſſes the Maſquers. 
5/ — 1 0 N. 


TIMO N. 


| You've done our pleaſures grace, my gentle friends, 


Set a fair faſhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half ſo beautiful and kind; 


| You've added worth unto't and lively luſtre, 


And entertain'd me with my own device. 


I am to thank you for it.— Pray retire; 


There is an idle banquet waits your pleaſure. 
Flavius! | [ Exeunt Malen. 


Enter FLAVIUS. 

5 FLAVIUS. 

My lord! 
SE TIM ON, 


The little caſket bring me hither. 


FLAVIUS. 
Yes, my lord—more jewels yet; there i is no croſ- 
ſing him in's humour, 

Elfe I ſhou'd tell bine I ſhou'd, 
When all's ſpent he'd be eroſs'd then if he cou'd : 
'Tis pity bounty has not eyes behind, 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. 

[Exit, and returns with a caſket, which he 

delivers 10 Ti mon. | 


TIMON. 


I muſt entreat you, honour me ſo much 
As to advance this jewel; accept, and wear It. 


; [Zo Lucius, 
EU ei v „ 


I am fo far already in your gifts—— 


"FLAVIUS. 


] beſeech your honour, N me a win ie 
does concern you near. 


D 2 TIMON. 


20 T IM O N. 
IMO N. 
Near! why then another time, Pl hear thee, 


* AVIS Alu. 

What will this come to EF commands N 
vide, 

And give rich gifts, and all out of an empty coffer. 

Nor will he know his purſe, or yield me this, 

Fo ſhow him what a beggar his heart is. 

Being of no power to make his wiſhes good ; 

Well, wou'd I were gently put out of office 

Ere I were forced! 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. Exit. 


6 T IMO. 
You do yourſelves. much wrong; you bate too 
much of your own merits. 
And now, I remember, my lord, you gave good 
| words | 
The other day of a bay courſer I rode on. f 
*Tis your's becauſe you lik'd it. [To Lucullus. 


Ln BODDOULEGKH 
O, I beſeech you, pardon me, my lord, in that. 


1 TIMO. 
You may take my word, my lord. I know 
No man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affect. 
I weigh my friends affection with x mine own. 
Tl call on you. 
ALL SPE AK. 


On, none ſo welcome. 


---TIMON. 


I take all and your | ſeveral viſitations, 

So kind to heart, *tis not enough to give; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er r be weary, 


„* 


J. UCIUS, 


1 


T IM O N. . 

LUCTUS. | 
: My lord, we are ſo virtuouſly bound— 

TIMON. 
4 ſo am I to you. 
LUC ULLUS. 

80 OY endear'd— 
| ALCIBI ADES. 


The beſt of happineſs, honour and fortune 
Keep with you, lord Timon. | 


TIM ON. 


Farewel, my noble friends. 
[Exennt all but Apemantus. 


APEMANTUS. 


What a coil's here, 

Serving of becks and jutting out of bums! 

I doubt whether their legs be worth the ſums 
That are giv'n for 'em; friendſhip full of dregs; 
Methinks falſe hearts ſhou'd never have ſound legs. 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on courtſies. 


Re-enter TIM ON. 


TIMON. 
Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not ſullen, 
I wow” good to thee. 


APEMANTUS. 


No, Il nothing; for if 1 ſhould be brib'd too, there 
wou'd be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou 
wou'd'ſt ſin the faſter. Thou giv'ſt ſo long, Timon, 
I fear me, thou wilt give away thyſelf in paper 
Qortly. What need theſe feaſts, pomps and vain- 


— ? 


TIMON. 


| TIM ON. 


Nay, an you begin to rail once on ſociety, I am 
ſworn not to give regard to you. Farewel, and come 
with better muſicæ. [Exi, 


APEMANT Us. 
So! 
Thou wilt not hear me now, thou ſhalt not. then; Pl. 
| lock 
Thy heav'n from thee. O, that man's ears ſhou'd be 
To counſel deaf, but not to flatrery, Exit. 


%< Va is 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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My. uſes cry to me; [ muſt * turn 


ACT N. 
Scene, A public Place in the City. 
Enter LUCIUs and CAPHIS. 


LUCIUS. 


83 late, five thoufand. To Varro and tolfidore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former ſum; 
Which makes it five and twenty. Still in motion 
Of raging waſte? It cannot hold, it will not. 

If I want gold, ſteal but a beggar's dog, 

And give it Timon, why the dog coins, gold. 

If I wou'd fell my horſe, and buy ten more 
Better than he; why, give my horſe to Timon; 


Alk T6thing, give it him, it foals me ftraight - 


Ten able horſes. —No porter at his gate, 

But rather ene that fmiles, and ſtill invites 

All that paſs by. It cannot hold; no reaſon 

Can found his ſtate on ſafety, —Therefore, 9 


CAP HIS. 
My lord, your pleaſure ? ? 
| LUCIUS. 


925 Haſte you to lord Wimomb: 
Importune him for my monies; be not ceag'd 
With ſlight denial ; nor then filenc'd, when 

«© Commend me to your maſter,” —and the cap 
Plays in the right hand, thus, But tell him, ſirralt, 
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24 'T I M O N. 


Out of mine own ; his days and times are paſt, 
And my reliance on his fracted dates 

Has ſmit my credit. I love and honour him; 
But muſt not break my back to heal his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 
Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 
But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone. 
Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, | 
A viſage of demand; for ] do fear, 

When ev'ry feather ſticks i in his own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, | 
Who flaſhes now a phœnix. Get you gone. 


CAPHIS. 
A r ELTNS, 
2171 L v C I 0 8. 
go, Sir ? take the bonds' along. with vou. 
CAPRI SA) 17 
1 will, Sir - Bt? FO a 
Ven an Lag. by ers. | 


4% 
. 
1 1 


Scene, T M 0 Ns Halt, 


- 
a 
— 


dg. TIMON and FLAVIUS. 


T I M. ON. - D101 TM 
You make me marvel. . = ere this i time 
Had you not fully laid my ftate before me? 
That I might ſo have rated my expence 
As T had leave of means. I ] prone 


Jou wou'd not hear me: 2 ct N 
At * eiſyres: I nm 
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TINMON. 
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Go to; 

Perchance ſome ſingle vantages you took, 

When my indiſpoſition put you back; 

And that unaptneſs made you miniſter, 
Thus to excuſe yourſelf, a 


FLAVIUS. 


O, my good lord! 

At many times I brought i in my accounts, 

Laid them before you; you wou'd throw them off, 
And ſay you found them in my honeſty. 

When, for ſome trifling preſent, you have bid me 
Return ſo much, I've ſnook my head, and wept; 
Yea, gainſt th' authority of manners, pray*d' you 
To hold your hand more cloſe. I did endure, 
Not ſeldom, nor no flight checks, when 1 bave 
Prompted you in the ebb of your eſtate, *. 

And your great flow of debts. My dear lov'd lord, 
Tho' you hear now, yet now ; too late a time; 


The greateſt of your having, lacks a half 


To pay your Preſent debts. 


** I MO N. 

Let all my land be ſold. 
FLAVIUS. 

Tis all engagꝰd; ſome forfeited and gone; 
And what remains will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of preſent dues : the future comes apace; 
What ſhall defend the interim? and at length, 
How goes our reck'ning ES 

1 M 0 N. 
19 L did my land extend. 


FLAVIUS. 


O. my good lord, the world is but a word ; | 
E 1 


SS T 1 M ON. 


Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 


IMO. 
Lou tell me true: 
"FLAVIUS, 


If you | ſaſpe my huſbandry or falſhood, 

Call me before th* exacteſt auditors, 

And ſet me on the proof : So the gods bleſs me, 
When all our offices have been oppreſt ; 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with RM, 
J have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, 


And ſet n mine eyes at flow. 
TIMO N. 


Priythee, no more. 
 FLAVIUS. 3 19 


Heav'ns, have I ſaid the bounty of this lord! 
How many prodigal bits have ſlaves and peaſants 
This night englutted! who now is not Timon's! 
What heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is lord 

Timon's! 
Great Timon's ! noble, worthy, royal Timon 81 
Ah, when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made; 
Feaſt won, faſt loſt: one cloud of winter ſhow'rs, 


| Theſe flies are couch't. 
TIMON. 


Come, ſermon me no further, 

No villanous bounty yet hath paſt my heart; | 
Unwiſcly, not ignobly, have 1 giv'n. Bis” 
Why doſt thou weep? canſt thou the conſcience lack, 


To think I hall lack friends? Secure thy heart; 
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fro 


If 1 would broach the veſſels of my love, 


And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing, 
Men and men's fortunes cou'd I frankly uſe, 


As I can bid thee ſpeak. 


| FLAVIUS. 
Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts! 
TIMON. 
And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown'd, 
That 1 account them bleſſings ; for by theſe 
Shall I try friends. You ſhall perceive how you 


Miſtake my fortunes; I'm wealthy in my friends, 
Within there, ho! Servilius! and Flaminius! 


Enter FLAMINIUS and SERVILIUS, &c. 


J will diſpatch you ſev'rally. 

You to lord Lucius—to lord Lucullus you—com- 
mend me to their loves; and I am proud, ſay, that 
my occaſions have found time to uſe em towards a 
ſupply of money. Let the requeſt be fifty talents, } 


FLAMINIUS. 


As you have ſaid, my lord. 
Eͤreunt Flaminius and Servilids, 


Lord Lucius and Lucullus? hum—— 
r 


Go you, Sir, to the ſenators, 
Of whom, ev'n to the ſtate's beſt health, I have 
Delerv'd this hearing; bid *em tend of th inſtant 


A thouſand talents to me. 


FLAVIUS. 
I've been bold, 
Jo them to uſe your ſignet and your name; 
E 2 | But 


_ TIM ON. 


But they do ſhake their heads, 49d I am ber 
No richer 1 in return. 


TIM ON. 
Is't true? can it be? 
5 L A V I U S. 


They anſwer in a joint and corporate voice, 

That now they are in want of treaſure, cannot 

Do what they wou'd - are ſorry you are honour- 

But yet they cou'd have wiſh'd they know not 

Something has been amiſs—a noble nature 

May catch a wrench—wou'd all were wel tis 
it 

And ſo intending other ſerious matters, 

After viftaſtefal'| looks, and theſe hard fractions, 

With certain half caps, and cold moving nods, 

They froze me into ſilence. 


TIM ON. 


You gods reward them | 

I pry'thee, man, look cheerly. Theſe old fellows 
Have their ingratitude i in them hereditary ; | 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it ſeldom flows, 
*Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not Kind 
And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth, 
Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius—pr'ythee be nor fad, 

Thou'rt true and juſt; ingenuouſly I ſpeak, 

No blame belongs to thee, —Ventidius lately 
Bury'd his father, by whoſe death he's ſtepp'd 
Iato a great eſtate; when he was poor, 
Impriſon' d, and in ſcarcity of friends, 


J clear'd him with five talents. Greet him from me. 


Bid him ſuppoſe ſome good neceſſity 

Touches his friend, wich craves to be remember'd 
With thoſe five calents : that had, g gi⸗ * theſe fellows 
Mi mer benen enen To 


8 T IM ON. uz 


To whom *tis inſtant due. Ne er ſpeak, or think, 


Thar Timon's fortunes *mong his friends can fink. 
I Exit * 


4 


l VAN DRA 


Hail to the fair Evandra! Methinks your looks are 
chang d., 
And clouded with ſome grief that miſbecomes them. 


EVANDRA. 


Alas, my deareſt lord, have I not cauſe ? | 
Can ſuch unhappy news, ſuch dreadful ridings, 
Afault my ears and not diſmay my ſoul ? 

Ah! 'twas the utmoſt malice of my fate, 

And conſcious heav'n foretold it in a dream, 
Whoſe horrid image child my very heart. 


TIMON. 


Let not vain terrors vex thy gentle nature, 
For I muſt ever love my ſweet Evandra. 


EVANDRA. 


Meliſſa will not ſuffer it.— O, Timon, 
Well may'ſt thou bluſh at thy ingratitude! ! 
Thy dard Foun perfidy. 


TIMO N. 
Meliſſa! who has told you? 


E VAN DPR A. 

Too fond man, 

Did you believe the guilt wou'd be conceal'd ? | 

Ah, no, the wanton glories in't and can. you, 

Can you deſert me thus ?—Recal to mind 

The race [ ſprung from, that of great Alcides ; 

In happier days (alas, with happier days, | 

Why 18 fond memory cursd?) my youthful form, 
And 


8¹ T IM Oo N. 


And my unſpotted fame yielded to none. 
Tou on your knees a thouſand times have ſworn it. 


Theſe, theſe my lord, | 
Ev'n all the treaſure a fond maid poſſeſs'd 
I facrific'd to you, and yet I loſe you. 


No more, no more, Evandra. 


Man is not maſter of his appetites : 


Heav'n ſways our minds to love. 

„% STS © 
But hell too falſhood. 3 
How many thoufand times you've vow'd and ſwore 
Eternal faith; heav'n has not yet abſolv'd 
You of your oaths to me; nor can I ever. 

8 TIMO N. 
If you love me, you'll love my happineſs. 
Meliſſa's conqu'ring eyes, her world of charms 
Have ſo enflam'd my ſoul; I die without her. 
E VAN DR A. 


If I had lov'd another, when you firſt, 
My dear falſe Timon, ſwore your heart to me, 


Wou'd you have wiſh'd 1 might have found my bliſs 


In other arms than yours? No, no, it is 
Tolove a contradiction. | 
| TIMON:. 
Cruel taſæ! I cannot ſpeax 
| EVANDRA. 


Beſides, or fame miſtakes, Meliſſa's form 
Does not ſo far eclipſe the poor Evandra's. 
Ev'n modeſty may whiſper its own praiſe, 
When envy raves againſt it. 
TIMON 
But her love a 


EVAND RA. 
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5 E VAN D RA. | 
Her love! tis mean, tis baſe, tis mercenary ; 


She gives her perſon, but in rich exchange 


She aſks an ample dowry.—I, alas! 

Wou'd generouſly give without vile traffic z ,.- 

I truſted to your faith, and plighted mine; F 
Forſook my friends and kin; but little thought 
I ſhou'd have loſt my love, and thrown't away 
Upon a barren and ungrateful ſoil. - | 


TIM ON. 
I, by reſiſtleſs fate, am hurried on. 
VAN 1 
A vulgar mean excuſe for doing ill. 
no 
If that were not, my honour is engag d. 
| r 
It had a pre- engagement, ſworn to me. 
TIM ON. 
How can I quit her love, which is as fervent 
. E VAN DRA. 


As yours was once to me, and may continue 


Perhaps as long. —Raſh man! you cannot know 

She loves you. Since that baſe Cecropian law 

Made love a merchandize, to traffic hearts 

For heaps of ſordid riches, who's ſecure? 

I came all love into your arms, unmix'd 

With other aims ; and you, for this, will cauſe 

My death! | | 
: T I MON. 

I'd ſooner ſeek my own, Evandra,— 


EVANDRA. 


Then go not to M eliſſa, dear my lord. 


TIM ON. 
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Why are not our r dene, wiehin our pow 17 


Why have we not the courage to be juſt? 
Why muſt Midiffa triumph ger your faith? 


But will you never ſee Meliſſa more? 


* PM O N. 
-P TM 0 N. 


EVAN DRA. 


T 1 M ON. "© Fo" FI 
I mov'd I RE 806 tisden Meliſfa. 


EVANDRA. 


Some comfort yet! Cheriſſr thoſe*noble tbügtts? 
Pity ſhall ſeize on your expanding heart, 

And quell the other rebel paſſions in you. 

Nay, gratitude itſelf, in tendereſt ſtrains, 

Shall plead wy cauſe.” I'd dend make you harry. 


TIMON 8 
You've 8 me to be womaniſh.—Retire - 
And let me recolie& my ſcatter'd thoughts. 


EVAN'DRA. 


T T1M'O/N; -. 
Sweet ane retire. 


E VAN DK A. 
J will. —You will remember your Evandra-— 


TIMON. 


Thou revolt, tem? reſt ſoul that e'er-bleſt- man, fy 
I will, by heav'n.— Exit Evandra. 
Why, relentleſs fate, 

Why did I ever ceaſe to love ſuch goodneſs? 

She has deſerv'd beyond all meaſure of me; „ 
And 1 will tear Meliſſa from my heart. 

Meliſſa !—Oh, that angel form! Such beauty, 
What mortal can reſiſt ! She loves me too; 


oy = 3 


Meets 
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SS n 
Meets ev'ry panting ſigh with equal ardour, 


And ſacrifices all the world for me. 


Muſt I forſake her! how ſhall I determine 

Each fair ſubdues and triumphs in her turn, 

W hile double fires my anxious boſom burn. 

What balm ſhall heal my ſtill encreaſing care, 
Thus torn with love, hope, pity, and defpair ! [ Exit. 


LUCULLU S's Houſe in Athens. 


FLAMINIUS waiting. Enter a Servant. 


SERVANT, 


I have told my lord of you; he is coming down 


to you. 
FLAMINIUS, 
I thank you, Sir. 


Enter IL UCULLUS. 4 


SERVANT. 

Here's my lord. — FRE + 
| LUCUELUS. | 

[ Hide. ] One of lord Timon's men! a gift I warrant. 
Why this hits right, Flaminius, honeſt Flaminius, 
you are very reſpectively welcome, Sir.—Bring us 
ſome wine here. { Exit Servant for wine.) And how 
does that honourable, complete, free-hearted gen- 
tleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord 
and maſter ? | 


: FLAMINIUS. 
His health is well, Sir, - 


” £4 


| 2 LUCULLUS. 
J am right glad that his health is well, Sir; and 
what haſt thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fla- 
minius? „ 
FLAMINIUS. 
Faith nothing but an empty box, Sir, which, in my, 
lord's behalf, I am come to intreat your honour to 
ſupply; who having great and inſtant occaſion to uſe 


fifty talents, hath ſent to your lordſhip to furniſh 
him, nothing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein. 


4 | LUCULEUS:-- _— 
La, la, la, la—Nothing doubting, ſays he? Alas! 
good lord! a noble gentleman tis, if he would not 
keep ſo good a houſe, Many a time and often I 
ha' din'd with him, and told him on't ; and come 
again to ſupper to him, on purpoſe to have him 
ſpend leſs ; and yet he would embrace no counſel, 
take no warning by my coming. Every man hath 
his faults, and honeſty is his. I ha' told him on't, 
but I could never get him from it. | 


Enter a Servant with wine. 


| SERVANT. 
Pleaſe your lordſhip, here is the wine. 
r 


i" Flaminius, I have noted thee always wiſe; here's 
i ro thee. | | | : | 
Your lordſhip ſpeaks your pleaſure. 


LUCULLUS, | 
I have obſerv'd thee always for a towardly prompt 
ſpirit, give thee thy due, and one that knows what 
belongs to reaſon, and canſt uſe the time well; 
| good 


good parte in thee. Get you gone, firrah. [ . 7 bis 


fervant, who exits.] Flaminius, thy lord's a boun- 


tiful gentleman ; but thou art wiſe, and know'it 
well enough, although thou com'ſt to me, that this 
is no time to lend money, eſpecially upon bare 
friendſhip, without ſecurity. Here's three ſolidares 


for thee, good boy, wink at me, and ſay ry 


faw'ft me not. Fare thee well. 


FLAMINIUS.' 
Is't poſſible the world ſhould ſo muſt differ, 
And we alive that liv'd! Fly, damned baſeneſs, 


To him chat worlupe thee. 
| [Throwing the maney away, 


LUCULLUS. 


Ha! now I ſee thou art a fool, and fit for. thy 
maſter. | Exit Lucullus. 


FLAMINIUS. 


Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 

Ic turns in leſs than two nights? O you gods 
I feel my maſter's paſſion. This ſlave 

Unto this. hour has my lord's meat in him; 


Why ſhould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 


When he is turn'd to poiſon ? 

O, may diſeaſes only work upon't, 

And when he's ſick to death, let not that part 
Of nurture my lord paid for. be of pow'r 


To expel ſickneſs, but prolong his hour, [Exit. 


SCENE a public Street. 
Enter LUCIUS and a Gentleman, 


L U: CI U 8. 
Who! the lord Timon! he is my very good friend, 
and an honourable gentleman. 


Fs GEN, 
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36 5 TIM ON. 

| GENTLEMAN, 
J know him for no leſs. But I can tell you one 
thing, my lord, and which I hear from common ru- 
mours ; now lord Timon's happy hours are done 


and paſt, and his eſtate ſhrinks from him. 


op | LUCIUS. 
Do not believe it; he cannot want for money. 


GENTLEMAN. 
But believe you this, my lord, that not long ago 
his ſteward was with the ſenators, to borrow a 
thouſand talents; nay, and urg'd extremity for't, 
and ſhew'd what neceſſity belong'd to't, and yet 
was deny'd.— . 
— 1 VCEUS 
How! 4 | 

' GENTLEMAN. 
I tell you, denied, my lord. 


| LUCIUS. 
What a ftrange caſe was that! Now by the gods I 
am aſham'd on't. Denied that honourable man? 
There was very little honour ſhew'd in that. For 
my own part, I muſt need confeſs I have receiv'd 


ſome ſmall Kindneſſes from him, as money, plate, 


Jewels, and ſuch like triftes, nothing comparing to 
them; yet had he miftook them, and ſent to me, 
I ſhou'd ne'er have denied his occaſions, all I cou'd 
command. | | 


Enter SERVILIUS. 


90 1m ̃ ] | | 
See, by good hap, yonder's my lord; I have ſwear 


t ſee his honour, —My honour'd lord! [To Lucius. ] 


LUCIUS. 
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LUCIUS. 


Servilius ! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee well; 
commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my 
very exquiſite friend. | 


SERVILIUS. 


May it pleaſe your honour, my lord hath ſent— 


LUCIUS. 


Ha ! what hath he ſent ? I am ſo much endear'd to 
that lord; he's ever ſending. How ſhall I thank 


him, think'ſt thou? And what has he ſent now? 


| SERVILIUS. | 
He'as only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my lord, 
requeſting your lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe 
with fifty talents. | | 
N Ee 
I know his lordſhip is but merry with me; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 
+. ers 
But in the mean time he wants leſs, my lord. 
If his occaſion were not virtuous, 


I ſhould not urge it half fo faithfully. 


LUCIUS. | 


Doſt thou ſpeak ſeriouſiy, Servillius ? 


| SERVILIUS. 
Upon my ſoul, *tis true, Sir. 
LUCIUS. 

What a wicked beaſt was I, to disfurniſh myſelf 

againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha' ſhewn 

myſelf honourable! How unlucky it happened, 

that I ſhouid purchaſe the day before, for a little 

part, and undo a great deal of honour ! Servilius, 
A = | now 


now before the gods, I am not able to do -The 
more beaſt, I ſay.— I was ſending to uſe lord Timon 
myſelf, this gentleman can witneſs; but I wou'd 
not for the wealth of Athens I had don't now: 
Commend me bountifully to his good lordſhip, and 


I hope his honour will conceive the faireſt of me, 


becauſe I have no power to be kind. And tell him 
this from me, I count it one of my greateſt afflic- 
tions that I cannot pleafure ſuch an honourable 
gentleman. Good Servihus, will you befriend me 
10 far, as to uſe my own words to him? 


SERVILIUS. 

Yes, Sir, I ſhall. 
| Leises. 

I'll look you out a good turn, Servilius. Come, Sir, 

. Erxeunt Lucius and — 


SERVILIUS. 


Why this is the world's ſoul; _ 

And juſt of the ſame piece is ev'ry flatt*rer's ſpirits 
Who can call him his friend 

That dips in the ſame diſh? For, in my knowing, 
Timon has been this lord's father, 

And kept his credit with his purle ; ; 

Supported his eſtate ; nay Timon's money | 
Has paid his men their wages. He neer drinks, 
But Timon's ſilver treads upon his lips. 

And yet (Oh, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man, 
When he Lake out in an ungrateful ſhape!) 

He does deny him, in reſpect of his, 

What charitable men afford to beggars. 

Well, I perceive; 

Men mult learn now with pi ty to diſpenſe, | 
For 3 ſits above conſcience, Exit. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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Aa £7 III. 
_ SEMPRONIU S's Houſe. 


Enter FLAVIUS and SEMPRONIUS, 


SEMPRONIUS. 


UST he needs trouble me in't, 
Above all others! 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 


Whom he redeem'd from priſon; and all _ 


Owe their eſtates to him. 


FLAVIUS. 
Oh, my * 


They've all been touch'd, and all are found baſe 


"metal 
For they have al denied him. 


e 


How! denied him! 


Ventidius and Lucullus both denied ki 

And does he fend to me! Iam angry at him; 
He might have known my place. I was the firſt man 
That &er receiv'd gift from him, 

And does he think ſo back wardly of me, 

That Pl] requite it laſt? No. 


I'd rather than the worth of thrice the ſum 


He had ſent to me firſt, but for my mind's ſake; 
Id ſuch a courage to have done him good. 


— — FB... 7 ˙Ü7ò»—̃˙ -m. —³d 
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But now return, | 
And with their faint reply this anſwer join, 
Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin. 


FLAVIUS. 
Excellent! your lordſhip's a goodly villain !. 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made 
man politick ; he croſs'd himſelf by it; and I cannot 
think, but in the end the villanies of man will fer 
him clear. How fairly this lord ſtrives to appear 


foul; takes virtuous copies to be wicked; like 
thoſe that under hot ardent zeal would ſet whale 


realms on fire. 
Of ſuch a nature is his politick love, 
This was my lord's beſt hope; now all are fled, 


Save only the gods. Now his friends are dead, 


Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 


Many a bounteous year, muſt be employ'd 

Now to guard ſure their maſter, 

And this all a liberal courſe allows, 

Who cannot keep his wealth, muſt keep his houſe, 


[Exit, 


Scene TIMO N's Hall. 


Enter POET, PAINTER, CAPHIS, and other 


8 


Servants. 
85 | | CAPHIS. 
Well met, good morrow, Titus and Hortentius. 
POET. 
The like to you, kind Caphis. 


PAINTER, 
What, do we mect together ? 


[ Exit. 
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CAFHEIS 
Ay, and I think one buſineſs does command us; 
or mine is money. 


FOE: 
Ay, and ſo is ours, 


Enter JE WELLER, 


C APHIS. 
And Sir Philotas too. 


JEWELLER. 


Good day at once. 
 CAPHIS 


Welcome, good brother. What d'ye think the hour? 


JEWELLER. 
Labouring for nine. 


So much! 
JEWELLER. 
Is not my lord ſeen yet? 
= CAPHIS. 
Not yet. 


JEWELLER, 
I wonder ! he was wont to ſhine at ſeven, 


„„ 
Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorter with him. 
You muſt conſider that a prodigal's courſe 
Ts like the ſun's, but not like his recoverable. 
I fear *tis deepeſt winter in lord Timon's purſe. 
CAPHIS. 
I am of your fear for that. 


G JEWEL. 
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JEWELLER. 
Pl ſhew you how tobſerve a ſtrange event. 
Your lord ſends now for money. 


CAPHIS. 


True he does. 
JEWELLER. 


And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 


_CAPHIS. 
Againſt my heart. 
PAINTER. 


How ſtrange i it ſhows, 

Timon in this ſhou'd pay more than he owes! 
And e'en as if your lord ſhou'd wear rich jewels, 
And ſend for money for em. 


CAPHIS 


I'm weary of this charge, the gods can witneſs ; 
I know my lord hath ſpent of Timon's wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worſe than ſtealth, 


JEWELLER. 
My debt's three thouſand crowns ;—what yours | ? 
; CAPHIS. 
Five thouſand. 
| JEWELLER, / 


*Tis much too deep, and it ſhou'd ſeem by th* ſum, 
Your maſter's confidence was above mine, 


Elſe ſurely his had equalPd. 


Enter SERVILIUS. 


| CAPHIS. 
Hz One of lord Timon's men. 
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JEWELLER. 


Servilius! Sir, a word. Fray is my lord ready to 
come forth yet? | 


SERVILIUS. 
"0 indeed, he 1s not. | 
CAP H 18. 
We attend his lordſhip; pray ſignify ſo much. 
SERVILIUS. 


I need not tell him that; he knows you are too 
diligent. [ Exit. 


Enter FLAVIUS, in a Cloak muffled. 


POET: 


Ha! is not that his ſteward muffled fo ? 
He goes away in a cloud. Call him, call him, 


CAPHIS. 
Do you hear, Sir? 
IEwWELLER. 
By your leave, Sir. 
9 FLAVIUS. 
What do you aſk of me, my friend? 
. CAPHIS. 
We wait for certain money here, Sir. 
FLAVIUS. 


If money were as certain as your waiting 

*T were ſure enough. 

Why then preferrd you not your 8 and bills 
When your falſe maſters eat of my lord's meat ? 
Then they wou'd ſmile and fawn upon his debts, 


And take down the intereſt in their glutUnous maws. 
G2 You 


"Is - TIM ON. 
You do yourſelves but wrong t to ſtir me uP ; 
Let me pals quietly. 


Believ't, my lord and I have made an end; a 
I have no more to reckon, he to ſpend, 

IE WELL ER. 
| AY, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 


FLAVI U 8. 
If *twill not ſerve, *tis not fo baſe as you; 
For you ſerve knaves. ' [ Exit 
| CAPHTS:;* 
How ! what does his caſhier'd worſhip mutter ? 
POET. | 
No matter what. He's poor, and that's revenge 


Sk enough. 
Who can ſpeak "Oe" than he that has no houſe 
to put his head in? Such may rail — great 


buildings. 
Enter SERVILIUS, 


PAINTER. 


Oh, here's Servilius; now we ſhall have ſome 
anſwer. 

SERVILIUS. | 
If 1 might beſeech you, gentlemen, to repair 
Some other hour, I ſhou'd derive much from ir, 
For take it of my ſoul 
My lord leans wond'rouſly to diſcontent 
His comfortable temper has forſook him; 
He 1 is much out of health, and keeps his chamber, 


JEWELLER. 


Many do keep their chambers, are not ſick ; 
And if he * ſo far * his health, 
J Methinks, 


\ 


LEE 


Methinks, he ſhou'd the ſooner. pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. | 


SERVILIUS, 
Good gods ! 
CAPHIS. 
We cannot take this for an anſwer, 
FLAVIUS.. Twit 


e 3 lord, my lord! — 
| [ Exit Servilins. 


Enter TIMON in a rage, SERVILIUS 
and Servants. 


TIMON,., 


What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my paſſage? | 
Have I been ever free, and mult my houſe 

Be my retentive enemy, my goal ? 

The place, which I have feaſted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, ſhew me an iron- heart? 


| POET, 
Put in now, Caphis. 
. 
My lord, here's my bill. 
PAINTER. 
Here's mine. | 
Ny JEWELLER - 
And mine, my lord. 
TIMON. 
Knock me down with” em, cleave me to the girdle. 


SERVILIUS. 


Alas, my lord! — 


jC 
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TIM ON. 
Cut my heart out in ſums. 
JE WELLE R. 
Mine, three thouſand crowns. 
| TIM ON. 
Tell out my blood—— _ 
; CAPHIS. 
Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 
TIMON. 


Five thouſand drops pay that. 


What's yours?—and yours ?— 


POET, 
My lord. 
TT: SOOT 
— 
TIMO N. 


Here tear me, take me, and the gods fal on you! 3 
[Exit Timon, and Jer vanis. 


CAP HIS. 


Faith, I perceive our maſters may throw their caps 


at their money ; theſe debts may well be call'd deſ- 


perate ones, for a madman owes em. ¶ Exeunt, 
Scene an Apartment. Re-enter TIM ON and 
FLAVIUS. 
TIM ON. 


They have e' gen put my breath from me, the e ſlaves! | 
Creditors! devils! —— 


„ = 
My dear lord! | 
5 IMO N, 


— 


| What if it ral be ſo? 


T 1 M © N. 
TIM ON. 


FLAVIUS, 


My dear W 


TIMO. 


TIl have it ſo— my ſteward. 


FLAVI US. | 
. my lord! 
TIM ON. 


So fly !—Go bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius—all— 


I'll once more feaſt the raſcals. 


FEAVETU'S 
O, my lord! 
You only ſpeak from your diſtracted ſoul ; 
There's not ſo much left as to furniſh out 
A moderate table. 


TIMON. th 


Be it not thy care! 


Go, and invite them all, let in the tide 


Of knaves once more; my cook and P'1I provide. 


| [ Exit Flavius, Kc, &. 
I yet have one reſerve can never fail me, 


And while Meliſſa's kind I can't be miſerable; | 


She has much fortune in her own diſpoſal. 
The ſun will ſooner leave his courſe, than ſhe 
Deſert me. 

I'll to her and oy my aching heart ; ; 

How now ? 


Enter FLAMIN IUS, 


_ FLAMINIUS. 
My lord, obedient to your will, 
. : 


1 found 


I found Meliſſa, and in gentleſt terms 


Soliciting, declar'd my errand, but alas, 


Gain'd no relief, and what I dread to tell you, 
She vows, and bad me ſay't, ſhe wou'd not ſee you. 


TIMON. 


What does the raſcal fay ? thou damned villain! 
Thou doſt belie her. | 


FLAMINIUS. 


By heav'n, tis truth! She ſays, ſhe will not ſee you; 
Declar%d ſhe had no further thought of you; 
Deſir'd that you wou'd trouble her no more, 
She had affairs of conſequence, and then 
Scowling defiance at me, with a brow 

Of hideous ſcorn, ſhe left me fix'd to th' earth, 
And almoſt turn'd to ſtone at the fell Gght 
Of ſuch a Gorgon. — 


TIM ON. 


Peace, enough, enough—begone. [Exit Flaminius. 
Now Timon thou art fall'n indeed - Is't poſſible! 
Open thou earth, and ſwallow to thy center 

The wretch'dſt ching thou ever yet didſt bear. 


Te mountains cover me, and let my name, 


My odious name, be never heard of more 


O ſtraggling ſenſes, whither are ye going? 


Evandra comes I cannot bear her fight ! 


I've been ungrateful to her, why ſhould I 1 


Curſe villains who are lo to me? 


Enter E VAN DRA. 


E VAN D RA. 


Unhappy Timon! 1 have heard thy wrongs, | 

But come not to upbraid thee.—No, my lord, 

Let falſe Meliſſa join thy impious friends, 

Evandra is not form'd of _ baſe mold, 
T4 M 0 N. 
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1 ' TIM O N. 
Turn, turn thy eyes from an ungrateful man. 


EVANDRA. 


No, ſince I firſt beheld my much 7 Timon, 
They have delighted in no other form, 

And ſhall they now for ſordid int reſt, quit 
The ſacred call of love. 


 TIMON. 
Miftiken worin. 


Fly, fly a wretched catiff, whom the a ; 
Of heav'n and earth purſues, for lighting mee... .* 


E VAN DRA. 


I am no baſe Athenian paraſite, | 
To fly from thy diſtreſs. I'll help to tant: it. 


TIM ON, 


Evandra, no. It is not to be borne. 
Accurſed Athens! Den of two-legg'd beaſts z 
Plague, civil war, and famine be thy lot! 
Let generation ceaſe, that none of thy 
Confounding ſpurious brood may rite 

To curſe ſucceeding ages, 


EVANDRA. 


* 


Dear my lord, 
Compoſe thy ruffled thoughts—I know thy warity— 
I know thy creditors like wild beaſts, wait 
| To prey upon thee; and baſe Athens has 
To it's eternal infamy deſerted thee. 
But thy unwearied bounty to Evandra, 
Has ſo enrich'd her, ſhe can yet aſſiſt thee— 
And with thy own relieve thy ſtate, 


rin OH 

Gods! gods! Ry 
This wondrous generoſity 0 erwbelms 4 
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And covers me all o'er with ſhame and bluſhes. 
Thou haſt oblig'd a wretch too much already, 
And I have us'd thee ill for't fly Evandra! 
My brains diſeas'd ; fly, or 1 ſhall infect thee. 
Oh, that the world were all on fire! 


E VAN DRA. 


Oh, my dear lord, this ſight will break my heart ; 
Take comfort to you, let your creditors 
Swallow their maws full; we have yet enough: 
Let us retire together and live free 

From all the ſmiles and frowns of human kind. 

1 ſhall have all I wiſh for, having thee. 


TIMON. 


I never can deſerve thee—no I will not. 
I cannot be fo hambled—think, Evandra, 
Have I not us'd thee ſcurvily? 


4 _EVANDRA. 

Thou haft not. ” 

Comfort thyſelf, my deareſt lord, if ever 

I bow'd beneath the weight of your unkindneſs, 
| Your favour now beſtows a 22 amends, 
And I am bleſt beyond my utmoſt hopes. 


TIMON 


Moſt excellent of .all the whole creation ! 

I hou art too good that thou ſhould'ſt e er partake 
Of my mistortunes.— Yet, with thanks to heav'n, 
That form'd (t apologize for human nature) 
One faithful friend I take thee to my heart, 
And lay up all my future hopes in thee. 

Pry'thee, Evandra, go to thy own houſe, 

I] am once more to give my flatt'ring rogues 
An entertainment, ſuch as ſhall befit em. 

That done, I'll ſeek the ſhelter of thy arms, 
And drown my Cares in love. 


1 1 | 8 EVANDRA. 
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EVANDRA. 


Fly ſwift the hours 


I n and thou return again, 
TIMO. 
Fare wel, my beſt belov'd. 
E VAN D RA. =o. 
My deareſt Timon! _ 35 


Scene, the Senate Houſe. 


Senators diſcovered. 


FIRST SENATOR. 


My lords, you have my voice to't: the fault's blood Fs 
*Tis neceſſary he ſhou'd die. 
Nothing emboldens ſin ſo much as mercy. | 


SECOND SENATOR. 


Moſt true; the law ſhall bruiſe him. 


Enter ALCIBIADES. 


ALCIRIADES. 
Health, honour, and compaſſion to the ſenate 
FIRST SENATOR. 


Now? captain. 


ALCIBIA DES. 


I am an humble ſuitor to your virtues; 

For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants uſe it cruelly. 

It pleaſes time and fortune to lye heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth 


T0 _ that without heed do plunge 1 into t. ; 
H 2 He 
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He is a man, ſetting this fault. aſide, 

Of comely virtues. 

Nor did he ſoil the fact with cowardice." 

(An honour in him which buys out his walt, 
But with a noble fury and fair ſpirit, . 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death,,  * 
He did oppoſe his foe. 


SECOND SENATOR. 


Lou undergo too ſtrict a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 
The worſt that man can breathe ;_ 

If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly *tis to hazard life for ill? 


A 


„ 


My lord | 

FIRST SENATOR. 

You cannot make groſs ſins look clear 
It is not valour to revenge, but bear. 


"ALCERLADNES. 


My lords, then under favour, pardon me, - 

If I ſpeak like a captain. 

oy do fond men expoſe themſelves to battle, 

And not endure all threatnings, ſleep upon't, 

And let the foes quietly cut their throats 

Without repugnancy ? Or if there be 

Such valour in the bearing, what make we abroad ? 
Why then ſure women are more valiant 
That ſtay at home, if bearing carry it: 

The aſs more than the lion; and the fellow 
Loaden with irons, wiſer than the judge, 

If wiſdom be in ſuffering. Oh, my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good ; ; 

W ho cannot condemn raſhneſs in cold blood? 
To kill, grant, is ſin's extremeſt guſt; 


| You breathe in vain, — 
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But in defence, by mercy, "tis moſt juſt. 
To be in anger 1s impiety, 

But who is man, that is not angry: 2 
Weigh but the crime with this. 


FIRST SENATOR. 


A:L 0/1 B:ÞA:D:Br9, 


In vain! his ſervice done | 
At Lacædemon and Byzantium, ry no 
Were a ſufficient briber for his life, 


| FIRST SENATOR. 
What's that? 


ALCIBIA DE S. 


Why, I ſay, my lords, he has done fair ſervice; 
And ſlain in battle many of your enemies; 
How full of valour did he bear himſelf 


In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds d 


SECOND SENATOR. 


He has made too much plenty with them, 

He's a ſworn rioter. In that beaſtly fury 

He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cheriſh factions. —*Tis inferr'd to us, 


His days are foul, and his drink dangerous, 


FIRST SENATOR. 
. 3 
AL CILREIATTES 


Hard fate! he might have dy'd in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, | 
(Tho? his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to none) yet, more to move you, 
Take my deſerts to his, and join 'em both. 
And for I know, your reverend ages love 

4 Security, 


cates, Pll pawn my 8 all 

My honours to you, on his good returns. 

If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore. 


FIRST. SENATOR. 


We are for law: he dies. Urge it no more, 
On height of our diſpleaſure. . Friend or brother, 
He forteits his own blood, that ſpills another, 


© ALCIBTADES. 
| Muſt it be ſo? it muſt not be. 

My lords, I do beſtech you know me. 
I ing FIRST SENATOR. 
 How!t-- 

ALC 151A DES. 
"On me to your remembrances! 

„ JENQUD SENATOR. 
ALCIBIAD ES. ü 
1 cannot think, but your age hath forgot me; 
It could not elſe be, I ſhou'd prove ſo baſe; 
To ſue and be deny'd ſuch common grace, 
— IO Jum. eB 

FIRST SENATOR. 


Do you dare our anger: ↄ 
*Tis in few words, but Gene in effet; 
We baniſh thee for ever. 


 ALCIBIADES. | 


Baniſh 1 . 
Banifh your dotage : baniſh uſury; 
That make os ſenate ugly. 


FIRST. 
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FIRST SENATOR. | 


If after two days ſhine, Athens contains thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment 

And not to ſwell your ſpirit, . 

He ſhall be executed preſently. [Exeant Senators, 


ALCIBIADES 


Gods keep you old enough, that you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you! 

I'm worſe than mad. - I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large int'reſt; I myſelf 

Rich only in large hurts. —All thoſe for this! 

Is this the balſam that the uſuring ſenate 

Pours into captains* wounds ?—ha !—Baniſhment ! 
It comes not ill. I hate not to be baniſh'd, 
It is a cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, 

That I may ſtrike at Athens. I'll cheer up 
My diſcontented troops, and Jay for hearts, 
*Tis honour with moſt hands to be at odds; 
Soldiers as little ſhou'd brook wrongs as —_— 


Scene * Mo- Houſe. 
Enter POET and PAINTER, + 


PAINTER. 
I think this honourable lord did but Jeſt with us 
this other day, to try our loves as were. 7 FM 
POET. 


Vin that were my thoughts tiring when we en- 
countered. I hope it is = ſo low with him as he 
made it ſeem in the trial of his ſeveral friends. — 


PAINTER 


It Mou not be by the perſuaſion of this new feaſting. 
7 0E T. | 
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15 POET. 
I ſhould think 8 I” 51 
PAINTER. 25 15K 
Royal cheer, I warrant you. 
| P . 
Doubt not that, if money and the ſeaſon c can yield it. 


Emer JEWELLER: 


IEWE L L E R. 


A noble feaſt toward | 
This | is lord Timon ſtill, | * 


P O E T. 
How do yay ? what's the news? 0 b th 1 
JEWELLER K 
Alcibiades is baniſh'd. 
| PAINTER. 
Aleibiades baniſh'd ? ? 
15 JEWELLER, 
Tis fo; be ſure of it. | . 
| POET. 


tn ds 


How, how ! 


PAINTER. 
I pray you, upon what? 
IE WEIL L E R. 
TW tell you more anon —here come the Heats 


I: 


| Entep 
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Enter LUCIUS, LUCULLUS, SE NA- 
TORS, &c. 


LUCIUS. 


No doubt, no doubt.—He hath ſent me an earneſt 
inviting, which many my near occaſions did urge 
me to put off, but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, 


and I muſt needs appear. 
' LUCULLUS. 


In like manner was I in debt to my importunate 
buſineſs ; but he would not hear my excuſe. I am 
ſorry when he ſent to borrow of me, that my pro- 
viſion was out. 

LUCIUS. 


I am ſick of that grief too, as 1 een how 
all things go. 
LUCULLUS, 


| What wou'd he have borrow'd of you 2 
| LUCIUS. 
A thouſand pieces. | 
LUCULLUS. 
A hound pieces! 


L UGEFU SS 


What of you ? . 
| LUCULLUS. . 


He ſent to me, Sir——here he comes! 


Enter TIMON, &c. 


LUCULLUS. 


Joy. health and happineſs, attend lord Timon. 
IJ | LUCIUS. 


08 T I M ON. 
LUCIUS. 
_ all his wiſhes proſper 

TIMON. | 
With all my ! gentlemen both.— And how 
fare you? 
LUCIUS. 
Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your lordſhip. 


LUCULLUS. 


The ſwallow follows not ſummer more willingly 
than we your lordſhip. 


A” TIMON.. 


3 more willingly leaves winter; ſuch ſummer 
birds are men. [ A/de.]J-—— Gentlemen our dinner 
will not recompence this long ſtay. Feaſt your ears 
with muſick a while, if they will fare ſo harſhly as 
on the trumpet's ſound; we ſhall to't A, AW 


LD oI ys. 
I hope it remains not unkindly with your lordſhip, 
that I returned you an empty PT, 
 TIMOW. © 
O Sir, let not that trouble you. 


een 8. 
My noble lord) 
LUCULLUS. | 8 
Moſt honourable lord, I'm e'en ſick of ſhame, that 


when your lordſhip ſent to me, 1 was ſo unfortu- 
nate a beggar. 


1 IMO N. 
Think not on it, Sir. 


LUCULLUS. 


If you had ſent but two hours before 1 
TIMON, 
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TIMO. 


Let it not cumber your better remembrance, 
My worthy friends, will you draw near. [Exeunt. 


Scene, a Banquetting Room. 
Enter TIM ON, &c. &c. 


TIMON. 


Now each man to his {eat with that ſpur as he wou'd 

to the lips of his miſtreſs. —Your diet ſhall be in 

all places alike. Make not a city feaſt of it, to let 

the meat cool e er we can agree upon the firſt place. 

—Sit, ſit.— The gods require our thanks. Thus 

then, wo | 
THE GRACE. 


« You great benefactors, ſprinkle our fociety with 
« thankfulneſs. For your own gifts make your- 
<« ſelves prais d; but reſerve till to give, leaſt your 
« deities be deſpis'd. —Lend to each man enough, 
e that one need not lend to another; for were your 
« godheads to borrow of men, men wov'd forſake 
« the gods. Make the meat belov'd, more than 
« the man that gives it. Let no affembly of 
« twenty be without a ſcore of villains. —If there 
< ſit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of 
« them be——as they are. The reſt of your 
ec foes, O gods! the ſenators of Athens, together 
« with the common lag of people, what is amiſs 
c in them, you gods, make ſuitable for deſtruc- 
« tion: for theſe, my friends, as they are 
6 to me nothing, ſo in nothing bleſs them, and to 
* nothing are they welcome.” —Uncover—dogs— 
and lap! ! [The diſhes uncover d, are full of 

; warm water. 


. | SOME. 
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SOME. 
What does his lordſhip mean ? 
OTHERS. 
I know not | 
- TIMON, 


May you a better feaſt never behold, 

You knot of mouth-friends. Smoke and lukewarm 
water 

Is your perfe&tion.—This is Timon's laſt. 

Who ſtuck and ſpangled with your flatteries 

Waſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 

Your reeking villainy.— Live loath'd and long 

Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted paraſites, 

Courteous deſtroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 

You fools of fortune, trencher friends, time flies, 

Cap and knee ſlaves, vapour and minute jacks ; 

Of Man and beaſt, the infinite malady 

Cruſt you quite oder! What doſt thou go? 

Soft, take thy phyſick firſt—thou too—and thou, 

Stay, I will lend thee money borrow none. 

What, all in motion? Henceforth be no feaſt, 

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueſt. 

Burn houſe, ſink Athens, henceforth hated be 

Of Timon, man, and all humanity, [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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0 IV. 
Scene, without the Walls of Athens. 
Enter TIMON. 


TIMON. 


L ET me look back upon hn: O thou wall, 

That girdleſt in theſe wolves! dive in the earth, 

And fence not Athens! matrons turn incontinent ; 

Obedience fail in children; ſlaves and fools 

Pluck the grave wrinkled ſenate from the bench, 

And miniſter in their ſteads. - Bankrupts hold faſt; | 

Rather than render back, out with your knives, 

And cut your truſter's throats. — Bound ſervants 
ſteal ; 

Large-handed robbers your grave maſters are, 

And pill by law.—Maid to thy maſter's bed; 

Thy miſtreſs is 'th* brothel. —Son of ſixteen, 

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 

With it beat out his brains. — Plagues, incident to- 
man, 1 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for ſtroke!—Breath infect brains 

That their ſociety, as their friendſhip, may 

Be merely poiſon.— Nothing [I'll bear from thee, - 

But nakedneſs, thou deteſtable town! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns. 

Timon will to the woods, where he ſhall find 

Th' unkindeſt beaſt much kinder than mankind. 

The gods confound (hear me, ye good gods all!) 

Th' en. both within, and out that wall; 

And grant as Timon grows, his hate may grow, 

To the whole race of mankind, high and low. [ Exit. 


Scene, 


T IM ON. 


Scene, TIMON's FHouſe. 


Enter FLA VIUS, FLAMINIUS, SER- 
VILIUS, &c. 


FLAMINIUS, 


Hear you, good maſter ſteward, where's our lord ? 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining ? 


ß 
Alack, my fellows, what ſhou'd I ſay to you? 
Let be recorded by the righteous gods, 
F am as poor as you. 


SE R VILIUS. 
Such a houſe broke! 
So noble a maſter fall'n! all gone! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 
And 80 along with him. 


FLAMINIUS. 


As we FR turn our backs 
From our companion thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes 


Slink all away, leave their falſe vows with him, | 


Like empty purſes pick d: and his poor ſelf, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, | 11 
With his diſeaſe of all ſhun'd poverty, 


Walks like N 8281 1 0 Is 2 comes her ef _ 


E VAN PD RA. 


Poor broken implements of a ruin d houſe! 


Yet do your hearts wear Timon's livery, 
That ſee I by your faces: ye are tellows he: 
TOs alike in ſorro w-! ; | 


Flavius. 
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FLAVIUS. 


Leak'd is our bark, 

And we poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the ſurges threat; we — all part 
Into the ſea of air. | 


E VANPD RA. 


Good fellows all, 
The lateſt of my wealth, Tn ſhare amongſt you. 
Wherever ye ſhall meet, for Timon's ſake, 
Be ye yet fellows; ſhake your heads, and ſay, 
As *twere a knell unto your maſter*s fortunes, 
We have ſeen better days.—Let each take ſome. 
| giving them money. 
N ay, put out all your hands, — not one word more. 
Thus part you rich in ſorrow, parting poor. 

[The ſervants embrace, and part ſeveral Ways. 
Oh, the fierce wretchedneſs that glory brings! 
Who wou'd not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to miſery and contempt ? 


Ah! poor my lord! brought low by thy own heart, 


Undone by goodneſs; ſtrange unuſual blood, 
When man's worſt ſin is, he does too much good 
Alas, kind lord! 

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful ſeat 

Of monſt' rous friends; nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. 
I'Il follow and enquire him out; 

To ſerve his mind be ever my beſt meed! 
Whilſt I have gold, Timon ſhall never need. I Exit. 


1 the Woods. 


Enter TI MON alone. 


TIM ON. 


O Bleſſed breeding 115 a from the earth 
Rotten 


2 


Rotten humidity; below thy ſiſter's orb 
Infect the air. Twinn'd brothers of one e 7 
W hoſe procreation, reſidence, and birth, | 
Searce is dividant, touch with ſeveral fortunes; 3 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer. Not even nature, 
To whom all ſores lay ſiege, can bear great fortune 
But by contempt of nature. Then be abhorr'd 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and throngs of men! 
His femblance, yea, Himſelf, Timon diſdains, 
Deſtruction fang mankind Earth yield me roots. 
[Aigging the earth. 
Who ſeeks for better of thee—ſawce his palate 
With thy moſt operant poiſon |—What's here? 
Gold? yellow glitt'ring, precious gold? No gods, 
I am no idle votariſt. "Roots, you clear heav* ns! 
ee much of this, will make black, white; fair, 
foul; 
Wrong. right; baſe, noble; old, young; cowards, 
- valiant. | 


Come damned earth, | N 
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt odds 


Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 

Do thy right nature. [drum, march afar off I Ha! a 

drum? Thou'rt quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee.— Thoul't go, ſtrong thief, 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot ſtand. 

Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt. (keeping ſome gold. 


Enter ALCIBIADES, PHRYNIA, and 
TIMANDRA, with Drums, .&c. 


ALC IBIA DES. 
: What art thou there! ? Speak. 


TIM ON. 


A beaſt, as thou art. Cankers gnaw thy heart, 
For ſhewing me again the eyes of man. 
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ALCIBIADES. 


What is thy name? Is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thyſelf a man? 


TIM ON. 


Tam Miſanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee ſomething. | 


ALCIBIADES. 


I know thee well; 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and ſtrange. 


T IMO. 


I kay thee too, and more than that I know thee, 
I not deſire to know. Follow thy drum 

With man's blood paint the ground. —Gules, gules! 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel 


Then what ſhou'd war be? This baſe wench of thine 
Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, 

For all. her cherubim look. 

TIMAN DRA. 


_ Hang thee, foul monſter! 


ALCIBITADRTS 


Pardon him, ſweet Timandra, for his wits 
Are drown'd and loſt in his calamities.— 
How came the noble Timon to this change? 


TIM ON. 
As the moon does, by wanting light to give; 
But then renew I cou'd not, like the moon, 
There were no ſuns to borrow of. 
ALCIBIADES 
Noble Timon, what friendſhip may I do thee ? 


| TIMON. 
None, but to maintain my opinion, 
| ; > 


ALCH 


66 TIM ON. 


ALCIBEADES. 
WAKE is it Timon 


IMO N. 


Promiſe me friendſhip, but perform none. If 
Thou wilt not promiſe, the gods plague thee, for 
thou art a man; | 


If thou doſt perform, confound thee, for thou art a 
man |! 


ALCIBIADES. 
Fm ſore at heart to ſee thy miſeries. 


TIMON, 
Thou ſaw'ſt em when I had proſperity. 


| ALCIBTADES. 
1 ſee them now, then was a bleſſed time, 
| TIMON. 
As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
| TIMANDRA. 


Ts this the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd ſo regardtully ? 


ALCIBIADES. 


rr a 


| It i is - | 
F have but little gold of late brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band —Yet of that little. 


1 FTIM ON. 
1 . beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 


ALCIBIADES. 
I am thy friend and pity thee, dear Timon. 


4 = TIMO N. 
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 TIMON, 
How doſt thou pity him, whom thou doſt trouble? 
Pd rather be alone. * 
ALCIBIADES. 
Why, fare thee well, 
Here's gold for thee, —— 
Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
ALCIBIADES. 
When I have laid proud Athens in a heap. —— 


TIMON. 
Warr'ſt thou with Athens? 
| ALCIBIADE Ss; 
Ay, Timon, and have cauſe. | 


TIM ON. 


The gods confound them all then in thy conqueſt, 
And after, thee, when thou haſt conquer'd ! 


” ALCIBIAD:E'S. 
Why me, Timon ? 
 TIMON. 


That by killing of villains thou waſt born to conquer 
Thy country. 
Put up thy gold. go on—here's gold go on; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er ſome high vic'd city hang his poiſon 
In the ſick air.— Let not thy ſword ſkip one, 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes, 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor ſight of prieſts in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot.— There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers. 
„ K 2 ä . 
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Make large confuſion; and thy fury ſpent, 
Confounded be thyſelf! ſpeak not, begone. 


 ALCIBIADES. 
Haſt thou gold yet? —I will not take thy counſel. 


Doſt thou, or doſt thou not, heav'n's curſe upon thee! 


BOTH WOMEN. 
Give us ſome gold, good Timon, Haſt thou more ? 


TIMO. 


Enough to make ye all forſware your trade; 
Hold up your aprons - you're not Oathable, 
Altho' I know, you'll ſwear, terribly ſwear 
Into ſtrong ſhudders, and to heav'nly agues 
Th' immortal gods that hear you.—Spare your oaths 
I'll truſt to your conditions, —Be jades ſtill. 

And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ſtrong in fin, allure him! burn him up! | 
Thatch your thin roofs with burdens of the dead. 
(Some that were hang'd, no matter) 

Wear them, betray with them, and ſtill conſume; 
Paint till a horſe may mire upon your face, 

A pox of wrinkles ! 


BOTH WOMEN, 


Well, more gold! what then ? 
Believe that we'll do any thing for gald. 


TIMO. 


Crack, crack the lawyer's voice 

That he may never more falſe title plead, 
Nor ſound his quillets ſhrilly.—Hoar the Flamen, 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 

And not believes himſelf. Bald, curl'd: pate ruffians, 
And let the unſeam'd braggarts of the war; 


Derive 
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Derive ſome pain from you—plague all? 


There's gold more gold! 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you! 


And ditches grave you all! 


BOTH WOMEN. 


More counſel, with more money, bounteous Timon, 


TIMON. 


More jade, more mischief firſt, I've giv'n you 
earneſt. 


ALCIBIA PDE s. 


strike up the drums towards Athens. Farewel 


Timon; 
If I thrive well, I'Il viſit thee again. 


TIMO N. 
If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 


ALCIBIADE S. 
I never did thee harm, 


TIMON. 
Yes, thou ſpok*ſt well of me. 
ALCIBIADES. 
Call'ſt thou that harm? 
TIMO N. 
Men daily find it: get thee hence ! away! 
And take thy beagles with thee. 
ALCIBIAD ES. 


We but offend him. Strike [Drums beat. 
[Exit Alcibiades, Phryna and Timandra. 


70 T IM ON. 
TIMON Solus. 


TIMO N. 
{ Digging.) That nature being ſick of man's un- 


kindneſs, 

Shou'd yet be hungry !—Common mother, thou 
Whoſe womb unmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt 
Teems and feeds all! O thou whoſe ſelf ſame metal 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm; 
And all th* abhorred births below criſp heav'n, 
Whereon Hyperions quick'ning fire doth ſhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human Tons does hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root! 
Enſear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 

Let it no more bring out ungrateful man; 

Go, great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears, 
Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manſion all above 


Never preſented.—O, a root !—Dear thanks! 
[ Retires and eats, 


Enter EVANDRA. 


EVANDRA, . 
Oh, you g gods 
Is yon deſpis'd and ruinous man, my lord? 
Full of decay and failing? O, monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly beſtow'd ! 
What change of honour deſp'rate want hath made? 
H'as caught me in his eye; I will preſent 
My tender grief to him; and as my lord, 
Seil ſerve him re my life—my deareſt Jord 5 


11 MO N comes forward from his cave. 


TIMO N. 
Away, what art thou ? 


EVANDRA, 
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E VAN DRA. 
Have you forgot me, Sir? 
TIMO. 


Why got thou aſk ?—T have forgot mankind; 
Then if thou grant'ſt thou art of human race, 
I have forgct thee. 

| E VAN DRA. 
Indeed do you not know me? 


TIMO N. : 
Thou walk'ſt upon two legs and haſt a face 
Erect towards heav'n, and all ſuch animals 
I have abjur'd,—PÞry'thee begone. 
E VAN DRA. 


Unkind and cruel! have you then * 
Your poor Evandra? 
TIMO. 


No, I remember there was ſuch a one 


Whom I us d ill, —Why doſt thou follow miſery ? 


Pry*thee begone 
EVANDRA. 


Theſe cruel words will break my heart, I come 
Not to encreaſe thy miſery, but mend it. 

Ah! my dear Timon, why this ſordid dreſs? 
And why this ſpade ? 


| TIM O N. 
*Tis to dig roots, and earn my dinner with. 
EVAND RA. 


1 have converted part of my eſtate 
To money and to jewels, and have brought em 
To lay em at thy feet. 


TIM ON. 


I will not touch em; no, I ſhall be flatter'd. 
EV A NDRA, 


72 - TIM ON. 
EVANDRA. 

Comfort thyſelf, and quit this ſavage life; 

We have enough in ſpite of all the baſeneſs 


Of the Athenians.— Let not thoſe falſe ſlaves 
Triumph Or thy afflictions, we'll live free. 


| e 
If thou diſſuad'ſt me from this life, thou hat'ſt me; 
For all the principalities on earth, 
I would not change this ſpade. Pry*thee begone, 
Thou tem Pt me but in vain. . 


E VAN DRA. 


Be not ſo cruel; 
Nothing but death ſhall ever ike me from thee. 


TIMON, 


PIl never change my life ; what n thou 
Do with me? 

| EVANDRA. 
I'd live the ſame. Is there a time or place, 
A temper or condition I would leave 
My Timon in ?— | 


TIM ON. 
You muſt not ſtay with mne. 


EVANDRA. | 


Oh, too unkind! | 

J offer'd thee all my proſperity — 

And thou moſt niggardly deny'ſt me part 
Of thy afflictions.— But the gods can witneſs 
Ne'er did poor woman wear a truer grief 
Fox her undone _ than mine: eyes for you. 


TTHON,- : 
What, doſt thou weep come nearer—then I. love | 
thee. 


*Tis ſo thou art a woman, and diſclaims't 
BD i teen Lo Finey 
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Flinty mankind, whoſe eyes do never give 
But thorough luſt, and laughter; pity's ſleeping. 
Strange times! that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping. 


EVANDRA. 


I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
T* W my 1 and look upon me ſtill, 


TIMO . 


Had I a miſtreſs 
So true, ſo juſt, and now ſo comfortable? 


It almoſt turns my dang'rous nature wild. 
Let me behold thy face, —Surely this form was bom 


| of woman! 
Forgive my gen'ral, and exceptleſs raſhneſs ; 


Perpetual ſober gods! I do proclaim 

One honeſt ſoul. —Miſtake me not. But one 
No more, I pray; and that's a woman too— 
How fain wou'd I have hated all mankind 

And thou redeem'ſt thyſelf—but all, fave thee, 


I fell with curſes. | 
| Methinks thou art more honeſt now than wile, 


For by neglecting or betraying me, 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner pleas'd a filthy world. 
EVANDR A. 
Thou wilt be all to me. 
| TIM 0 N, 
I am favage as a ſatyr, and my temper. 
Is much unſound my brain will be — 
| E VAN D R A. 
Thou wilt be Timon ſtill, that's all I aſk. 
TIM ON, 


Is't poſſible, ye gods |—what—how {—but tell me 
true, 


4 Om 


eee P — 


74 0 . 


(For I mt ever doubt, tho' ne'er ſo ſure) 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous; 
An uſuring kindneſs, as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 


EVANDR A. 


No, my-moſt worthy lord, in whoſe dear breaſt 


Doubt and ſuſpect, alas, are plac'd too late. 


' You ſhou'd have fear'd falſe times, when you did feaſt; 


Suſpect ſtill comes when an eſtate is leaſt ; 

That which I ſhow, heav'n knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind 

And believe it, 

My deareſt, beſt belov'd, moſt Romo" od, 
For any benefit that points to me | 
Either in hope or preſent, it is center'd 

In this one wiſh—to live and die with you. 


TIM O N, 


Look there—'tis ſo. Thou fingly honeſt being, 
Here, take. The gods out of my miſery 


Have ſent thee treaſure. o, live rich and happy! 
Be bleſt as thou deſerv'ſt.— I cannot bear 

To ſee thee miſerable - thou art too good 

To ſuffer with me the rough boiſt'rous weather 
To mortify thyſelf with roots and water; 

*T will kill thee, my coarſe nature may endure, 
Pry*thee — 1— 


EV AND RA. 


10 death if you command. 


TIM ON. 
I have forſworn all human converſation. 
EVANDEA 


And ſo have I, but thine—dear, dear my lord! 


Ler me ſtay with thee—On my knees [ beg is, | 
If 
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If thou refuſeſt me, I cannot live; 
I ſwear by all the gods. \ 
: T IMO N. 
Riſe, my Evandra ! we will go together : 
Nothing ſhall tear thee from me. O thou miracle! 
Thou gem of all thy ſex! we'll go together; 
But thus condition'd: we'll avoid mankind ; 
Hate all! curſe all |—ſhew charity to none. 
But let the famiſh'd fleſh ſlide from the bone 
E'er we relieve the beggar :—give to dogs 
What we deny to men: let priſons ſwallow em 
Debts wither em. — Be men like blaſted woods! 
And may diſeaſes lick up their falſe bloods. 
O my Evandra—lI am faint and weary, 
Labour unus'd oppreſſes my weak limbs, 
And rage exhauſts my ſpirits. 


EVANDRA. 
Deareſt love, 
Repoſe yourſelf a while—lean on my arm, 
Sleep. ſhall renew thy languid faculties; 
Meanwhile P11 gather fruits and berries for thee. 


TIM ON. 
More man ! plague! plague! | 
Retire into my cave. [Exit Evandra, 


Enter APEMANTUS. 


APEMANTUS. 
I was directed hither. Men report 
Thou doſt affect my manners, and doſt uſe em. 
T1 ü . 


Tis then becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Whom I wou'd imitate. Conſumption catch thee! 


APEMANT Us. 


This | is in thee a nature but affected: 
L 2 A poar 
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A poor unmanly melancholy, ſprung 
From change of fortune. Why this diſmal place? 
I his ſlave Fe habit, and theſe looks of care ? 
Thy flatt'rers yet wear ſilk, drink wine, lie ſoft, 
Hug their diſeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was.—Shame not theſe woods 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
| Be thou a flatt'rer now, and ſeek to thrive 
1 By that which has undone thee ; hinge thy knee, 
| And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obſerve, 
Blow off thy cap; praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 
And call it excellent. Thou was told thus; 
Thou gav'ſtthineears(like tapſters that bid welcome) 
To knaves and all approachers; *tis moſt juſt 
That thou turn raſca}, — Hadſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhou'd have't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 


= | TIM ON. 
Were I like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. | 


APEMANTUS. 


Thou'ſt caft away thyſelf, being like thyſelf; 

So long a madman, now a fool. What think'ſt thou, 

That the bleak air, thy boiſt'rous chamberlain, 
Will put thy ſhirt on warm? will theſe moiſt trees 

That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 

And ſkip when thou point'ſt out? will the cold brook 

Candied with ice, tawdle thy morning taſte 

To cure thy oernight*s ſurfeit ? Call the creatures 

Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight 

Of wreakful heav'n, whoſe bare unhouſed trunks 

To the conflicting elements expos'd, | 

Anſwer mere nature; bid them flatter thee, 

Oh, thou ſhalt find—— 


TIM ON. 


A fool of thee ; depart ! 
APEMANTUS. 


J love thee better now, than cer I did. 


TIMON. 
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| TIMON. | | 
J hate thee worſe. 
APEMANTUS, 
Why? 
TIM ON. 
Thou flatt'reſt miſery. 


| APEMANTUS. 
I fatter not but ſay thou art a caitif. 


TM N. 
Why doſt thou ſeek me out? 


APE MAN TUS. 
To vex thee. . 

TIM ON. 
Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Doſt pleaſe thyſelf in't? 


APE NTC 
Ay. | | 
3 TIM ON. 

What a knave too? 
APE MAN T US. 


If thou didſt put this ſour cold habit on 

To caſtigate thy pride, *twere well; but thou 
Doſt it enforcedly: thou'dſt courtier be, 
Wert thou not beggar; 

Thou ſhou'dſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 


TIM ON. 


Not by his breath, that is more miſerable. 

Thou art a ſlave, whoa fortune's tender arm 

With favour never claſpt; but bred a dog. 

Hadſt thou, like me from my firſt ſwath, proceeded 

Nn ſweet degrees that this brief world affords, 
N 10 
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To ſuch as may the paſſive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou wou'dſt have plung'd thyſelf 
In general riot, melted down thy youth 

In different beds of luſts, and never learn'd 

The icy precepts of reſpect, but follow'd 

The ſugar'd game before thee. But myſelf 

Who had the world as my confectionary, 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men 
At quty, more than I cou'd frame employments, 

That numberlefs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak ; have, with one winter's bruſh 
Fall'n from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every ſtorm that blows. I to bear this, 

That never knew but better, is ſome burden. 

Thy nature did commence in ſuff france. Time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhou'dlt thou hate 
They never Aatter'd thee.—What haſt thou givin? 
If thou wilt curſe—thy father, that poor rag 

Muſt be thy ſubject, who, in ſpite, pur ſtuff 
To ſome ſhe beggar, and compounded mee, 

Poor rogue hereditary. —Hence begone— 

If thou hadſt not been born the wort of men, 

Thou hadſt been knave and flatterer. 


A P E M A NT Us. 
Art thou proud yet? 
TIMON, 
Ay, that I am not thee, 
APEMANTUS. 
5 _ I was no prodigal. 
T1 MON. 


I, that I am one now. 
Were all the wealth I have, ſhut up in thee, 


Fd give thee leave to hang it, — thee gone 
| That 


rumen | © 


That the whole life of Athens were in this! 
Thus wou'd I eat it. [cating @ root. 


APEMA N Us. 
Here, I will mend thy feaſt. [ offering him another, 


| TIMON. 
Firſt mend my company—take away thyſelf. 


_.APEMANTUS. 
What wou'dft thou have to Athens? 


TIM ON. 


Thee thicker i in a whirlwind; if thou wilt | 
Tell them there, I have gold. —Look, fo I have. 


APEMANTUS. 
Here 15 no uſe for gold. 


e 


T The beſt and trueſt 
For here it ſleeps and does no hired harm. a 


APEMANTUS. 
Where ly'ſt o'nights, Timon? 
N. 


Under that's above me. 
Where feed'ſt thou o'days, Apemantus? 


APEMANTUS. 


Where my ſtomach finds meat; or rather, where I 
exc it. 


TIMON. 
Wou'd poiſon were obedient, and knew my mind! 


APEMANT Us. 
Where wou'dſt thou ſend it? 


TIM ON. 


* TIM O N. 
TIM ON. 

To ſauce thy diſhes. 
APEMANTUS. 


The middle of humanity thou never knew'ſt, 
But the extremity of both ends. When thou waſt 
in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mock't thee 
for too much courteſy,'in thy rags thou know'ſt 
none, but art deſpis d for the contrary. 

TIM ON. 
What wou'dit thou do with the world, Apemantus, 
if it lay in thy power? 

APEMANTUS. 

Give it to the beaſts, to be rid of the men. 


TIMON. 


Woud'ft thou have thyſelf in the confuſion of men 
or remain a beaſt with the beaſts? | 


APEMANTUS. 


Ay, Timon. | 
TIMON. 
A beaftly ambition, which the gods grant thee to 
attain to. | 

APEMANT U S. 


The commonweath of Athens is become a foreſt 
of beaſts, 


TIMON. 
How has the aſs broke the wall, that Iu) art of 
we ciry © ? „ 
APEMANTUS. 5 


There are others coming to viſit thee. The plague 


of „ light upon thee! I will fear to catch it, 
5 ® ©; | | and 
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and give way. When I know not what elſe to on 
Pl ſee thee again. 


' TIM ON. 1 


When there is nothing living but thee, thou ſhalt it be | 


welcome. I had rather be a beggar's 4 than | 
Apemantus. ll 


APEMANTU 8. 
Thou art the cap of all the fools alive, 


TIM ON, | 
Wou'd thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon.— 


APE MAN TUS. | 
A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curſe; 


TIM ON. 1 
Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog! 5 | 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. | 
APEMANTUS; 
Wou'd thou wou'dit burſt. | 
5 
Slave! | 5 
3 APEMANTUS, 
Toad! 2 
TIMO N. 
Rogue rogue! rogue! 
APE MAN T UsS. 


Inn fay, thou haſt gold. | | 
Thou wilt be throng to, ſhortly: | 


TIM ON, 


- 2 — — 
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Throng'd to? 


M & PE 
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APEMANTUS. 
TIMON. 
Thy back, I prythee—— 
__ APEMANTUS. 
Live and love thy miſery! [ Exe. 
 TIMON. 


Long live ſo, and ſo die! I am quit. — 


Mok will kill me if I fee mankind. 
Oh, I am fick at heart. Come forth, Evandra. | 


Mar EVANDRA Hook he Cave: 


, TIMON. 
Canſt chou eat roots? Our feaſting's come to his. 


. 
Eat what I will, tis feaſting if with thee. 
| TIM ON. 
Thou ſingly faithful in a world that's falſe, 
Laſt cordial drop of ſweet humanity. 
That ſpite of foul example ſtill perform'ſt 
Thy fainted office in an angels form, 


Cling round my heart, and combat with deſpair. 
O *tis too much too much 


EVANDS A. 
Deareſt Timon, 
Wouꝰ dſt thou compoſe thy thoughts and be content, 
We might be happy yet. 
| TIMON. 

Let's quench our thirſt at yonder running brook, 
And then repoſe awhile, 

4 EVANDRA. 0077 
The gods preſerve you! I [Exeunt. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 


A 8 * 


Scene, the Woods. 
Enter TIM ON. 


TIMO N, alone. | . 


Nov sex of this falſe world and all its falkes, 1 

Timon, refign'd to fate — bas dug his grave, 5 | 

Where the light foam of the falt food may bear 1 

His grave- ſtone daily— Wrote his epitaph, 2 
That death in him at ether*s lives may laugh. 
O, thou ſweet king killer, and dear divorce 

[laoking on the gold. x 

*F'wixt natural fon and fire? Thou bright defiler 4 

Of hymen's pureſt bed! Thou vahant Mars? ; | 

Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate woer, 

Whoſe bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated nor = 

That lies on Dian's lap! Thon viſible god! | 
That ſolder'ſt cloſe impoſſibilities, 

And makꝰ'ſt them kifs! that ſpeak ſt with ev ry tongue 

To ev'ry purpaſe ? Oh, thou touch of hearts! 

Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 

Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 

May have the world in empire. —See they come, 

More things hike enen Timon, and e 8 
| LExit into bis cave. | 


Enter POET and PAINTER. 


| PAINTER. 
As I took note of the place, it can't be far where 


- Uk abides. 


M 2 | | POET. 


u4 T IM ON. 

POET. 

E * What's to be thought of him? Does the rumour 
| hold for true, that he is ſo full of gold? 


PAINTER. 


Certain; Alcibiades reports it. Phryna and Ti- 
mandra had gold of him; he enrich'd 'em with a 
great quantity. —Tis ſaid he gave his ſteward a 


Shad ſum. 
„ O E x. | 
Then this breaking of his has been but a trial of his 
Friends. 
: PAINTER. 


Nothing elſe, you ſhall ſee him a palm in Athens 
again, and flouriſh with the higheſt. i Therefore? tis 
not amiſs, we tender our loves to him, in this ſup- 
pos d diſtreſs of his; it will ſhew honeſtly in us, 
and is very likely to load our purpoſes with what 
they travel for, if it be a Juſt and true — rhat 
goes of his having. — 


POET. 
W * have you now to preſent him? 
PAINTER. 
Nothing at this time but my viſitation; only I will 
promiſe him an n piece. 
'P OE x. 


J muſt ſerve him & too; tell him of an intent that's 
poming towards him. 


„ 


Euter TI MON lifPning from his cave. 


PAINTER. 


1 Good as (the beſt. Promiſing is the very air © ho 
| dime, i it opens the eyes of expectation, Performance 


is 
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js ever the duller for his act, and but in the plainer 
and ſimpler kind of people, the deed is quite out 
of ufe.—To promiſe is moſt courtly and faſhion- 
able ; performance is a kind of will or teſtament, 
which argues a great ſickneſs in his judgment that 
makes 1t. | 


TIM ON. 


Excellent workman! thou can'ſt not paint a man ſo 
bad as thyſelf. [ 4Hede. 
O E r. 


I am thinking what I ſhall ſay I have provided for 
him. It muſt be a perſonating of himſelf, a ſatire 
againſt the ſoftneſs of proſperity, with a diſcovery 
of the infinite flatteries that follow youth and opu- 
lency. 


TIM ON. 
Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine own 


work? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other 
men? Do fo, I have gold for thee. LAlde. 


5 POET. 

Nay, let's ſeek him. 

Then we do fin againſt our own eſtate, | 
When we may profit meet and come too late. 


PAINTER. 
True; 
While the day ſerves, before black-corner'd night, 
Find what thou want'ſt, by free and offer'd light. 
Come. [ Exeunt Poet and Painter. 


TIMON. 


I'll meet you at the turn. 
What a god's gold, that he is worſhipp'd 
In baſer temples, then where ſwine do feed! 
'Tis thou that rigg'ſt the bark, and plow'ſt the foam, 
T9 | Settleſt 


3 


,,, 


Settleſt admired rev'rence in a ſlave, 
To thee be worſhip, and thy ſaints for aye 
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ? 


Enter POET and PAINTER, 


POET. 
Hail, worthy Timon ! | 
; PAINTER, 
Our late worthy maſter! 
. IMO N. 
Have I once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men? 
%% + 
Sir, having often of your bounty taſted, 
Hearing you were retired, your friends falPn off, 
W hoſe thankleſs natures (ob, abhorred ſpirits!) 
Not all the whips of heav'n are large enough 
What! to you! : 5 
Whoſe ſtar-like nobleneſs gave life and influence 
Jo their whole being. I am rapt and cannot 
Cover the monſt'rous bulk of this ingratitude | 
With any ſize of words, 
„ 
Let it go naked, men may ſee't the better. 


Lou that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen and known. a 


F 


He, and myſelf, | | EE, 
Have travell'd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. 

_ TIMON. 

Ay, you're honeſt men, - 

| PAINTER. 


T IM ON. = 
PAINTER. 
We're hither come to offer you our ſervice. 


TIMON. 
Moſt honeſt men! why how ſhall T requite you? 
Can you eat 1056 and drink cold water? No. 
BOTH. 
What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſervice. 
: TIM ON. | 
vou re honeſt men. You've heard that I have gold, 
I'm ſure you have. Speak truth—you're honeſt men, 
- PAINTER. 
So it is ſaid, my noble lord, but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor . 


TIM ON. 


Good honeſt man; thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 
Beſt in all Athens; thou'rt indeed the beſt; 
Thou counterfeit f moſt lively. 


| PAINTER. 
So, ſo, my lord. 
| TIMON. 


E'en fi Sir, as I ſay - and for thy fiction, Co the Port. : 
Why, thy verſe ſwells with ſtuff ſo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even natural in thy art. 

But for all this, my honeſt- natur'd friends, 

I muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault; 

Marry, tis not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh I. 
You take much pains to mend. 


PAINT 
Beſeech your honour to make it known to us. 


TIM ON. 


You'll take it ill 


BOTH, 


BOT H. n 
Moſt thankfully, my lord. „ 
TIMO N. 2 
Will you indeed? | TRE 
P Q K T. 
Doubt it not, my lord. 
TIMO ) N. 


| There's ne er a one of you but truſts a | knave 
| That mightily deceives you, | 


. | B O T H. 
Do we, my lord? 
. 
Ay, and you hear him cogg, ſee him fbi As. 
Know his groſs patchery, love him and feed = 


Keep in your boſom, yet remain aſſur'd, 
That he's a made up villain. 


PAINTER, 
1 know none ſuch, my lord. 
Nor J. 
TIMO N. 
Look you, I love you well; I'll give you god. 
Rid me theſe villains from your companies, 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a draughts 
Confound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
PI ”_ you gold enough. | 
| POET. 
Name them, my lord. 
PAINTER 
Let us know *em. - 
TIMON. 
You that way, and you * — e not in * 
8 ac 
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Each man apart, all ſingle and alone, 


Yet an arch villain keeps him company. 


If where thou art two n ſhall not "oY | 
20 the Painter. 


| Come not near r him, a” thou wou'dft not reſide 
| [to the Poet. 


But where one a is, then him abandon. 

Hence! pack there s gold; ye came for gold, ye 
ſlaves. 

You have work for me; there is your payment. 
Hence! | 

You are an alchymiſt, make gold of that. 

Out, raſcal, dogs! ¶ Exeunt Poet and Painter. —T- 

mon retires to his cave. 


Fnter two SENATORS, and a SOLDIED. 
| SOLDIER. 9 


It is in vain that you wou'd ſpeak with Timon, 


For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, | 
That nothing but himſelf which looks like man, 


Is friendly with him. 
FIRST SENATYUE 


Bring us to his cave. 
It is our part, and promiſe to th* Athenians 


To ſpeak with Timon. 
SECOND SENATOR. 


At all times alike: ;- 
Men are not ſtill the ſame. Tas time * grieſs 


That fram'd him thus. Time, with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him: bring us to him, 


And chance it as it may. 
; SOLDIER 
Here is his cave, 


Peace 


Play the recamer, feeling i in itſelf , 
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Peace and content be here. Lord Timon! Timon? 
Look out and ſpeak to friends. — Th' Athenians 


By two of their moſt rev'rend ſenate greet thee. 


Speak to them, noble TRIO 


Enter TIMON out t his cave. 


TIM ON. 


Thou ſun a comforr'ſt, burn! ſpeak and be hang ar | 
For each true word a blifter—and each falſe 

Be cauterizing to the root o'th* tongue, 
Conſuming it with . 


FIRST SENATOR. 

Wonky Timon | 
en bor MOM: 

of none but fuch as you, and you of Timon. 


| SECOND SENATOR. 
The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 


TIMO N. 


I thank them, and wou'd ſend them back the plague, 
Cou'd I but catch it for them. — 


| FIRST SENATOR. 
O, * 
What we are forry for, ourfelves, in the. 
The ſenators; Lich one conſent of love, 
Imreat thee back to Athens; who have eee 
On ſpecial dignities, which vacant lie | 


| nn) 


SECOND SENATOR. 


They — 5 

Tow'rd thee forgetfulneſs, too gen ral, . 

And now the public body, which doth ſeldom | 
A lack 


8 — 
- 
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A lack of Timon's aid, hath ſenſe withal, 

Of its own fall, reſtraining aid to Timon; 
And ſends forth us to make their ſorrowful tender, 
Together with a recompence more fruitful 

Than their offence can weigh, down by the dram. 


| TIMON. 
You witch me in it, 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears. 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And I'll beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators! 


FIRST SENATOR. 
Therefore ſo pleaſe you to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take 
The captainſhip; thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with abſolute pow'r, and thy good name, 
Live with authority. So ſhall we ſoon drive back 
Of Alcibiades th* approaches wild, | 
Who, like a boar too ſavage, doth root up 
His country's peace. | 


SECOND SENATOR. 


And ſhakes his threat'ning ſword | 
Againſt the walls of Athens. 


FIRST SENATOR. 
Therefore, Timon | 


_TIMON. | 
Well, Sir, I will—therefore I will, Sir. Thus—  - 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, þ.. 

Loet Alcibiades know this of Timon, + 

That Timon cares not. But if he ſack fair Athens, 

And takes our goodly aged men by the beards, 

Giving our holy virgins ta the ſtain 

Of contumelious, beaſtly mad-brain'd war; 

Then let him know—and tell him, Timon ſpeaks it, 

In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
5 | 2 I cannot 
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I cannot chuſe but tell him that—I care not, 
And let him take*t at worſt. For their knives I care 
| not, | 


While you have throats to anſwer. For myſelf 
There's not a whittle in th* unruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before | 
The reverend'ſt throat in Athens. So I leave yo 
To the protection of the proſp'rous gods, | 
As thieves to keepers, N 
| SOLDIER. 
Stay not, all's in vain. . 
TIM ON. 
Go—live ſtill 
Be Alcibiades your plague; you his; 
And laſt ſo long enough! 8 
1 FIRST SENATOR. 
We ſpeak in vain. 
TIM ON. 


But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 


FIRST SENATOR. 
That's well ſpoke. „ 
TIMON. 
Commend me to my loving countrymen- 
FIRST SENATOR. 
"Theſe words become your lips, as they paſs thro*'em. 
SECOND SENATOR. 


And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 


TIMON. 


1 M G 
TIM ON. 


Commend me to them, 

And tell them that to eaſe them af their griefs, 
Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, loſſes, 
T heir pangs of love, with other incident throes, . 
That nature's fragil veſſel doth ſuſtain 

In life's uncertain voyage, I will do | 
Some kindneſs to them, I'll teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcibiades's wrath. 


SECOND SENATOR. 
I like this well, he will return again. 


TIM ON. 


T have a tree, which grows here in my cloſe, 
That mine own uſe invites me to cut down, 
And ſhortly I muſt fell it. Tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the ſequence of degree, | 
From high to low throughout, that wha fo pleaſe | 
To ſtop affliction, let him take his haſte, 

Come hither, e'er the tree hath felt the axe, 
And hang himſelf, —I pray you do my greeting. 


S$SOLDIER. 
Vex him no further—thus you till ſhall fog him, 


TIM ON. 


Come not to me again, but ſay to Athens, 

Timon hath made his everlaſting manſion 

Upon the beached verge of the ſalt flood; 

W hich once a day with his emboſſed froth 

Ihe turbulent ſurge ſhall cover. Thither come, 

And let my grave-ſtone be your oracle. 

Lips let ſour words go by; and language end; 

What is amiſs, plague and infection mend 
[Exeunt omnes. Timon into bis cave, 


Scene, 
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Scene, The Walls of Athens, 


Enter ALCIBIADES, and his Pas, 


ALCIBIADES. 


Sound to this coward and laſcivious town 
Our terrible approach. Beat all our drums 
And let the terror of their noiſe invade 
The baſe ingrateful ſenate. [Sounds a parley. 
How now make they no anſwer to our ſummons? 


Then ſuch a flame [I'll light about their ears, 
Shall make Greece tremble. 


SOLDIER. 


See, my lord, 
Their deputies eppraxch ! to treat with you. 


Enter En enn c. 


FIRST SENATOR. 
The ſenators of Athens —Alcibiades 


ALCIBIADES. 


I will admit of no capitulation, | 
Open at once * gates and give me entrance, 
Or Fll ler looſe the fury of my ſoldiers, 


And make ye all a prey to ſpoil and rapine : 


Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious meaſure, making your will 
The ſcope of juſtice ! Till now, myſelf and ſuch 
As ſtept within the ſhadow of your power, 
Have wander'd with our traverſt arms, and breath'd 


Our ſufferance vainly. But the time now fluſh 
Cries of itſelf, no more. 


FIRST W 
Noble and young! 5 
| : When 
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When thy firſt griefs were but a mere conceit 

E'er thou hadſt pow'r, or we had cauſe to fear; 

We ſent to thee, to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitudes, with loves 

Above their quantity. Then, dear countryman, / | 

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage; 

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thoſe kin, 

Which 1n the bluſter of thy wrath muſt fall, 

With thoſe that have offended. Like a ſhepherd 
Approach the fold, and cull th' infected forth, 

But kill not altogether.— 


SECOND SENATOR. 
What thou wilt | 


Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, 
Than hew to't with thy ſword. 


— FIRST SENATOR. 

Set but thy foot 

Againſt our rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope, 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, 

To ſay, thou'lt enter friendly. 


SECOND SENATOR, 


Throw thy glove, 

Or any token of thine honour elſe, 

That thou wilt uſe the war as thy redrefs, 

And not as our confuſion—(deareſt lord. 

We make not terms, but beg thee)—all thy powers 

Shall make their harbour in our town, *till we 

Have ſeal'd thy full defire. ; | 
ALCIBIADES. 

Then there's my glove; „FF 

Thoſe enemies of Timon and mine own, 2 IF 

Whom you yourſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 


Fall, and no more: and to atone your fears, 
With my more able meaning, not a man 


Shall 
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Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds, ; 


But ſhall be remedied by your public laws 
At heavieſt anſwer. Fe 


r SENATOR. 
"Tis nobly ſpoken. Enter, ſir, the city. 


¶Zxeunt omnes. 


Scene, the Woods. 


Enter TIMON and EVANDRA from 
the Cave, 


EVANDRA. 


Oh my . Lord, why do you ſtoop and bend 

Like flow'rs o 'ercharg'd with dew, whoſe yielding 
ſtalks 

Cannot ſupport them. —Within 1 . a cordial 


Will much revive thy ſpirits. 


TIM 0 N. 
No, ſweet Evandra, 
I have taken the beſt cordial, death; which now 


Kindly begins to work about my vitals; ; 
I feel him here — he comforts me at heart. 


E VAN DRA. 


Speak not of death, I cannot loſe thee yet, 
Throw off this dire conſuming melancholy, 

Oh coud'ſt thou love as I do, thou*dſt not have 
Another wiſh but me. No prize on earth 

Can raiſe my envy, while Pve thee within 

Theſe arms.—Take comfort to thee, think not yet 
Of death— leave not Evandra yet. 


1 


Think'ſt thou in death we ſhall not mend our ſtate, 


And know, and — better than we can here 
Oo yes 


*. ali *-+ 
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O yes, Evandra, there our happineſs, 
Will be without a wiſh. There ſhall we reſt 
From all the follies, all the villanies 
Betraying ſmiles, oppreſſing frowns, ſmooth: vows, 
The foul, perfidious, damned treachery Ws 
Of baſe ingrateful man. Thou, my Evandra, 
Art the only thing on earth cou'd make me wiſh 
To linger yet upon this ſtage of miſery. 
*Tis the ſole ſting of death to part with thee. 


EVANDRA. 


That I ſhou'd live to ſee this fatal day! 
Had death but ſeiz'd me firſt, I had been happy.— 


ff. 


My poor Evandra! lead me to my grave, 

Leſt death o'ertake me. He purſues me hard: 
He's cloſe upon me. *Tis the laſt office thou 
Can'ſt do for Timon. 


EVANDRA. 


Stubborn, ſtubborn heart! 
Wilt thou not break yet? 


FM ON 
Lay me gently down 
Ic my laſt tenement; death's the trueſt friend, 
That will not flatter, but deals plainly with us. 
My weary pilgrimage draws toward an end, 
And nature cries farewel. —My beſt Evandra, 
I charge thee by our loves, our mutual !oves, 
Live, and live happy after me; and if 
A thought of Timon comes into thy mind, 
And brings a tear from thee, let ſome diverſion 
Baniſh it quickly,—Strive to forget me. 


a 
by  EVANDRA. 


And canſt thou, Timon, deem me ſuch a coward ! 
That I have ever lov'd thee faithfully, 
wh ola +0 . Without 
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Without one erring thought, the gods can . 


And as my life was true; my death ſhall be. 
If I one minute after thee ſurvive, 

The ſcorn and infamy of all my ſex | 
Light on me! Blotted from' the liſt of honour, 

Of truth, and virtue, may my hated name, 

Fill up the number of thy faithleſs friends! 


TIMON 
Wilt thou not then permit me to reſign 
My life in peace? — Fear not—I will be with thee 
After my death—my ſoul ſhall follow thee, 
And hover round thee ſtill, preventing harm. 
Be E VAN DRA. 
Life is the greateſt harm when thou art dead. 


TIMO. 


Canſt how forgive thy Timon, who involy'd 


Thee in his fad, .calamities ? 


| EVANDRA. 

Forgive thee | | 

It is a bleſſing ev'n to ſhare diſtreſs 

With thee. — Ah, thou look'ſt pale! thy viſage 
changes! 


Oh whither, es art thou . wy 


lord! 


TIM ON. 


To my laſt home. I charge thee woe: Evandra; 
Thou lov'ſt me not, if thou wilt not obey me, 
Thou only kind and conſtant thing on earth. 
Lend me thy friendly arm live, and be happy! 
Thou haſt deſerv'd to live, but for the reſt, 
Graves only be men's works, and death their gain. 
Sun hide _w 3 Time has done his reign. 
3 [ Exeunt. 


Scene 
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Scene, Inſide of the City. 


Enter ALCIBIADES, SENATORS, Ke. 


ALCTBIADES. 
Do you acknowledge your ingratitude ? ? 


SENATORS. 


We do. | 
ALCTBIADES - .* nk 
And that you us'd me baſel ß? — 


1 S8 ENATORS. 
We do. | | 3 

5 ALCIBIA DES. 8 

Then mark the diff'rence of our ſpirit. Thus 

I cancel all revenge.— Le have your liberty. 

Nor will I now upbraid my fellow citizens 

For the unjuſt decree they -paſs'd againſt me; 

In the return of which I have ſubdued 

Your enemies, and all revolted places; 0 

* Made you victorious, both at land and ſea, ag #4 

And with continual toil and ceaſeleſs dangers, _ 

Stretch'd out the bounds of your dominions fate 1 

Above your hopes or expectations. , 4 

PII not recount the many enterprizes, - : ; 

No Grecian can be ign'rant of. *Tis enough, | 

You know how I have ſerv'd you. It remains 

I ſhou'd declare myſelf; therefore henceforth _ 

I do pronounce the government devolves | 

Upon the people, and may heav'n proſper *em !— -/ 
People ſhout and cry Alcibiades] Alctbiages ö "om, Z | 

live Alcibiades ! liberty, liberty !, . 27 


N 
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Enter FLAMINIUS, 


F LAMI NI U'S. | 
My noble lord, 1 went as you, commanded, 


* 1 — 


Ana found poor Timon 4 040. 4; his Evandry 
With ſtreaming; blood feclin'd upon het lord, 

1 And growing to his corpſe within the tomb 
Hhad rais d upon the very hem Othꝭ ſea. > _ 
Ard on the grave- ſtone this inſculpture, which 
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Interpreceth for my poor Ignorance. 


ALCIBIADES.  [readss 


* — L 2 — 2 
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| * Fiete lies a wretched corſe of wretched ſaul bereft, 
F Seek not my name. — A plague conſurne 7% 


wicked caitiffs left. 
Here lie I Timon, who all living men did hate. 


N 


Scornd'ſt our brine's flow, and thoſe our Septet 


1 Wien | 
From niggard nature fall; yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave. Do you not grieve at this? 
Fe men of ftone—but—ſaults forgiven. Dead 

| Is noble Timon—of whoſe memory _ 

F Hereafter more—and poor Evandra too, 
Great miracle of love and conſtancy,” - 
x But let us give a truce to woes like le 3 
For Iwill uſe the olive with my bee 3 
Make war breed peace-—m ake peace 
Unhappy Timon! - bounteous to & 


ceſs! 


4 » 
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| NS height, | 
— Food he cause Af thy d ai krone fate, 


| nd Mp a living ſatire on mankind, | 


1 

1 

- 
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With wax I brought away; whole ſoft impreſſion Fu 


| Paſs by and curſe thy fill, but oy not here Hy Seit. | 


t war. —Alay | 


Who cou'd have thor ht 45. virtues ſtrain'd to th 


a. 


þ _- Theſe well expreſs i in thee thy latter: ſpirits; = . 
5 Tho thou abhorr'ſt in us our human gries, 


